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CPCJXING  THE  CAR 

3  unset  and  evening  star, 

And  one  clear  call  for  me! 
And  may  there  be  no  moaning  of  the  bar. 

When  I  put  out  to  sea. 

But  such  a  tide  as  moving  seems  asleep, 

Too  full  for  sound  and  foam, 
When  that  which  drew  from  out  the  boundless  deep 

Calls  again  home. 

Twilight  and  evening  bell, 

And  after  that  the  dark ! 
And  may  there  be  no  sadness  of  farewell. 

When  I  embark. 


For  tho'  from  out  our  bourne  of  Time  and  Place 

The  flood  may  bear  me  far, 
I  hope  to  see  my  Pilot  face  to  face 

When  I  have  crossed  the  bar. 

— Tennyson 


FACULTIES 

George  A.  Merrill,  B.  S Director 

li  cr 

Bruno  Heymann,  M.  E.,  Dean Mechanical  Drawing 

Clara  Boeke,  Ph.  B.,  M.  A English  and  Latin 

Katharine  Durbrow.  A.  B History  and  English 

Stella  Boulware,  A.  B Freehand  Drawing 

Ralph  H.  Britton,  A.  B. Physics 

Sydney  A.  Tibbetts,  B.  S. Chemistry 

Otis  L.  McIntyre,  B.  S Machine  Shop 

Aida  B.  Patterson Recorder 

WILHECDING 

Arthur  H.  French,  B.  S.,  Dean. General  Science 

Grace  Menc,  A.  B English  and  Latin 

Glenn  B,  Roloson,  B.  S.,  E.  E. Mathematics 

George  F.  Wood... Sheetmetal  and  Plumbing 

Fred  H.  Mighall Stonework 

Lester  S.  Holmes Woodwork 

Loren  N.  Stevens Electrical  Work 

Gladys   E.   Buck Recorder 

LUX 

Louise  Mueller,  A.  B.,  M.  A.,  Dean 

Dorothy  Gardner,  B.  S Co-ordinator 

Mary  L.  Crittenden Dressmaking 

Alma  Boeke,  Ph.  B English,  Economics,  Typing 

Evelyn  M.  Sinclair,  A.  B.. English 

Dorothy  Sylva,  A.  B .. Science 

Lula  C.  Rice,  B.  S .....Technology 

Gladys  Irene  Trevithick,  A.  B.,  M.  S Science 

Clara  L.  Fassett Interior  Decorating  and  Furnishing 

Mary  Eleanor  Hughes Drawing  and  Commercial  Art 

Eleanor  J.  Jones Sewing,  Costume  Designing 

Audrey  V.  Miguel Millinery 

Jessie  M.  Hughes,  B.  S.„ Cooking 

Florence  A.  Mitchel.  A.  B Health  and  Hygiene 

Martha  G.  Wickersham.. Recorder 


OUR  JUNIOR  COLLEGE  PROGRAM 

I  N  this  short  message  to  our  students,  their  parents  and  friends,  let  me  call  attention 
to  some  of  the  fundamental  changes  now  being  made  in  the  curricula  of  our  associated 
institutions.  The  gradual  evolution  from  technical  and  industrial  high  schools,  such  as 
Lick  and  Wilmerding  and  Lux  Schools  have  been,  to  technological  Junior  Colleges  and 
advanced  trade  schools  is  taking  place  as  fast  as  conditions  in  the  public  school  system 
permit. 

These  new  institutions,  however,  as  planned  by  our  progressive  director,  Mr. 
Merrill,  are  decidedly  unique  in  the  educational  field  of  our  nation.  For  the  next  few 
years,  at  least,  they  will  constitute  educational  research  laboratories  in  which  tradi- 
tional as  well  as  modern  methods  of  instruction  will  be  scrutinized  and  applied  very 
carefully. 

One  of  the  most  effective  methods  of  this  training  program  is  the  co-operative  plan, 
under  which  a  student  in  the  advanced  classes  can  spend  part  of  his  time  in  technical  or 
industrial  establishments  on  a  "real  job."  The  co-operative  plan  enables  a  student  to 
obtain  his  technical  training  under  commercial  conditions  through  men  who  are  in 
sympathy  with  this  plan.  The  student  is  to  receive  compensation  for  his  work  from  the 
employer  according  to  his  ability  and  to  become  an  aspirant  for  a  position,  provided 
he  proves  that  he  is  an  intelligent,  industrious  and  reliable  worker.  This  plan  has  really 
been  in  operation  in  our  institution  for  a  number  of  years  and  has  given  satisfactory 
results;  under  the  new  arrangement  this  plan  will  be  greatly  extended  and  fully 
organized. — Bruno  Heymann. 

CO-OPERATIVE  WORK  AT  LLX 

I  N  reviewing  the  work  of  the  past  term,  it  appears  that  our  greatest  achievement  has 
been  in  the  co-operative  work.  In  other  words,  the  combination  of  practical  and  theo- 
retical training  which  we  are  offering  at  Lux  is  the  type  of  educational  training  which 
is  proving  of  greatest  value  to  the  girl. 

By  means  of  the  co-operative  plan  the  girl  spends  ten  weeks  on  a  job  and  ten 
weeks  in  school.  Such  merchandising  establishments  as  The  White  House,  City  of  Paris, 
Liebes  &  Co.,  I.  Magnin  &  Co.  and  The  Emporium  co-operate  with  us  in  this  educational 
plan  by  employing  the  girls  as  saleswomen,  wrappers,  markers,  milliners,  stock  girls 
and  even  as  heads  of  small  departments.  We  have  also  made  valuable  contacts  along 
social  service  and  recreational  lines  through  the  Visitacion  Valley  Community  Center 
and  the  San  Francisco  Playgrounds.  It  is  our  great  hope  to  achieve  the  same  success  in 
the  other  fields  of  work  for  which  we  are  training  girls  and  the  results  thus  far  justify 
our  ambition. 

The  benefits  derived  from  these  commercial  contacts  to  the  girls  are  manifold. 
Upon  their  return  to  school  after  a  period  of  working  they  seem  to  take  renewed  inter- 
est in  their  school  work.  It  seems  to  have  awakened  them  to  the  knowledge  that  school 
work  does  have  some  bearing  on  work  in  the  commercial  world.  They  attack  their  work 
with  greater  efficiency  and  with  more  self  reliance. 

In  all,  we  feel  that  our  pioneer  work  in  education  is  reaping  the  results  we  had 
hoped  and   it   is  with  greater  enthusiasm  that   we  continue   to   carry   on  this   work. 

Louise  Mueller. 


►  SENIORS  < 


I    I    I  I   I    EC/ 

We  all  arc  blind  until  we  see 

That  in  the  human  plan 
Nothing  is  worth  the  making  if 

It  does  not  make  the  man. 

Why  build  these  cities  glorious 

If  man  unbuilded  goes? 
In  vain  we  build  the  world,  unless 

The  builder  also  grows. 

— Edwin  Markham 

fOR  four  years  we  have  been  making  plans  and  beginning  the  construction  of  our 
building  which  will  pierce  the  skyline  and  tower  among  others  when  it  is 
finished.  This  great  building  will  be  a  record  of  the  work  and  character  of  each 
one  of  the  young  builders  now  starting  a  new  life,  and  it  must  stand  through  the  years 
resisting  storm  and  stress.  The  construction  will  require  clear  thinking,  clean  physical 
strength,  and  time  for  slow  growth,  but  nothing  is  so  gratifying  to  men  as  a  sound 
building  that  stands  for  achievement. 

As  our  ambitions  and  dreams  grow,  we  also  must  grow  to  meet  the  bigger  problems 
of  our  age.  We  will  come  into  our  own  and  do  our  small  part  to  carry  on  the  burdens 
of  the  nation  which  require  men  and  women  of  fine  intellect.  We  cannot  stumble  on 
and  trust  to  chance,  but  we  must  follow  closely  the  plans  and  specifications  we  have 
been  learning  here,  if  our  structure  is  to  endure  storms.  We  must  fit  each  part  carefully 
into  its  place  so  that  it  will  bear  the  strain  of  difficulties  that  are  sure  to  press  upon  us. 

Many  of  us  will  enter  at  once  into  the  teeming  business  world  where  keen  competi- 
tion will  soon  test  our  strength.  Those  of  us  who  go  on  to  college  will  have  longer  to 
make  improvements  and  to  decorate  the  outside  of  our  structure.  A  building  that  is 
beautiful  on  the  outside  catches  the  eye,  but  there  are  many  doors  leading  into  the 
interior.  The  heart  of  the  building  must  be  filled  with  useful  knowledge  or  the  outside 
becomes  an  empty  shell. 

Now  that  the  foundation  of  our  building  has  been  laid,  we  stand  aside  and  look 
upon  the  results  of  our  best  efforts  so  far.  We  realize  now  where  we  have  made  some 
mistakes,  but  on  the  whole,  we  feel  that  our  four  years  spent  in  these  character d:>uilding 
schools,  under  careful  constant  guidance,  have  given  us  a  strong  start  in  the  right 
direction. 


.Mildred  Banks,  Pres 
Richard  Queirolo 
Edward  Taylor 
Alice  Qlucley 


Anne  Ta-i  lor,  V.-Pres.  Dina  Chelini,  Secy. 

Anita  Peterson  Jeanette  Young 

Analouise  Turner  Robert  Pue 

Dorothy  Lockwood  Fred  Junker 


Elise  Pacher,  Treas. 
Mark  Schmid 
Audrey  Wilkins 
Gertrude  Storm 


James  Fralin,  Pres.  Chester  Grimm,  V.-P.  Arthur  Benson,  Secy.  Jack  Brady,  Treas. 

John  Mahler  (Y.L.)  Janet  Torre  Vernon  Keldsen  Eva  Noel 

Elvin  Cantoni  Tosca  Del  Carlo  Gertrude  Horcan  Francis  Younc 

Ferne  Ellis  Elmer  Carson  Marcel  Lourtie  Hazel  Schrepfer 


Melvin  Trowbridge       Ethel  Macor  Royal  Robuson  Celeste  Lecnitto 

Beatrice  Sprincer         Howard  Matthai  Achille  Marcellini 

Jack  Biale  Ira  Manuel  Bert  Kloehn  John  Purcell 

Dorothy  Perkins  GeorceCukran  Florence  Phillips        Frank  Blucher 

Claude  Biniarz  Katherine  Schoembs   Grecorio  Ciarlo  Otto  von  Hermann 


THROUGH  THE  GLASS 

fOUR  years,  which  in  retrospect  seem  like  four  days,  have  slipped  past  like 
hour-glass  sand  from  its  globe.  Hand  in  hand,  eager  for  the  future  we  visit  the 
abode  of  a  crystal  gazer.  It  is  dark  here,  as  it  is  dark  after  the  shadows  have 
crept  around  the  face  of  the  sun  dial.  The  crystal  gazer,  Fate,  speaks  to  us,  and  we 
grow  silent.  She  bids  us  come  forth  to  look  into  her  crystal.  We  bend  forward  amazed 
at  the  familiarity  and  naturalness  of  what  we  see  in  the  ball. 

As  Freshmen  once  more  we  see  ourselves — timid,  laughable  little  persons  then. 
Through  big  halls  we  see  ourselves  wandering,  entering  wrong  rooms  and  causing 
much  merriment.  We  relive  our  first  football,  baseball,  and  basketball  games  and  we 
see  ourselves  casting  our  first  votes  at  Student  Body  elections.  The  class  of  December 
nineteen  twenty-seven  entertains  us  again  at  the  Junior-Freshman  Picnic.  There  are 
rallies,  dances,  and  homework — always  homework. 

The  scene  changes  and  shows  us  our  Sophomore  year.  We  are  among  the  enter- 
tainers now,  instead  of  the  entertained.  We  have  acquired  self-confidence  and  we  burst 
into  various  rooms  with  an  air  of  ownership.  We  giggle  a  great  deal  and  are  con- 
stantly reminding  the  freshmen  to  pick  up  the  candy  papers  from  the  stairs.  The  mem- 
bers of  our  class  begin  to  hold  offices  and  we  are  recognized  by  upper  classmen.  We 
have  members  on  the  football  team  now  and  although  they  are  not  stars  as  yet,  we  are 
proud  of  them.  With  the  close  of  our  Sophomore  year,  some  few  leave  us;  but  those 
who  remain  become  more  closely  united. 

The  ball  becomes  clouded,  clears  once  more,  and  we  are  Juniors.  Uppermost  in 
our  minds  is  the  "putting-over"  of  the  Junior-Freshman  Picnic,  a  third  year  tradition. 
We  make  close  friendships  with  other  upper  classmen  and  with  our  teachers.  We 
grow  older,  more  serious,  and  we  never  giggle  any  more — well,  hardly  ever!  We  begin 
to  compare  the  Senior  Dances  which  we  have  attended  with  what  we  know  ours  is  going 
to  be. 

The  crystal  becomes  clearer,  more  rainbow-hued.  It  is  brilliant  now  and  we 
know  what  it  is  about  to  disclose.  We  see  ourselves  worrying — some  over  college 
recommendations,  others  over  the  little  corners  they  hope  to  find  for  themselves  in  the 
world  of  business  or  trade.  Fate  shows  us  our  mistakes  that  we  may  profit  thereby. 
Those  of  us  who  are  wise  understand;  the  others  must  learn  through  harder  lessons. 
We  warm  ourselves  at  the  last  bonfire  of  our  high  school  days.  We  wear  our  blocks 
and  numerals  to  the  last  Block  Rally.  We  see  classmates,  who  once  stood  by  and 
watched,  now  giving  everything  to  our  "Life."  Our  final  rally  appears  before  our 
eyes  and  unashamed,  we  let  the  tears  slide  down  our  cheeks.  Our  Senior  Dance  looms 
happily  in  the  distance  and  we  look  forward  to  a  dance  of  dances.  Once  more  tears 
blur  our  eyes  as  we  see  our  night  of  graduation.  We  pause,  pulled  by  two  desires — 
we  would  linger  among  friends  and  in  familiar  places;  yet  our  feet  are  eager  to  try  new 
paths  and  new  endeavors. 

~9 
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CLASS   WILL 

^^k     A^    IX    the  class  ol   29X,  being  "I  sound  mind  and  memory,  but  remembering 
^B/^^pr    the  uncertaint)  of  school  life,  do  hereb)  ordain,  publish  and  declare  this  to 
▼       ▼      be  our  last  will  and  testament.  We  give,  bequeath,  and  dispose  of  our  most 
treasured  possessions  as  follows: 

Katherine  Schoembs,  Manuel:  Batting  average  to  Aimee  MacPherson. 

Eva  Noel,  von  Hermann:  Their  sweet,  retiring  natures  to  young  Benson. 

Pue:  His  studious  nature  to  his  little  sister  Mary. 

Dorothy  Lockwood:  Good  nature  to  future  student  body  presidents. 

Cantoni,  Blucher:  Their  smiles  to  Bolton  and  Lane. 

Florence  Phillips  and  Feme  Ellis:  Worldly  airs  to  lower  classmen. 

Dina  Chelini,  Biale,  Tosca  Del  Carlo:  Their  hundreds  of  yards  of  spaghetti  to 

Mussolini. 
Beatrice  Springer,  Elsie  Pacher:  Athletic  ability  to  Thelma  Haynes. 
Ethel  Magor,  Jeannette  Young:  Gentleness  to  noisy,  rough  freshmen. 
Dorothy  Perkins,  Audrey  Wilkins:  Their  "Hollywood  Diets"  to  Fedeli. 
Benson:  His  clean  white  face  to  "sun-tan"  addicts. 
Schmid:  That  draped,  serpentine  appearance  to  Mildred  Urfer. 
Matthai:  Sense  of  justice  to  future  lawyers. 
Mahler,  Marcellini,  Biniarz:  Agreeable  natures  to  politicians. 
Gertrude  Storm:  Cooking  ability  to  dieters. 
Brady,  Keldsen:  Dancing  ability  to  freshmen. 
Janet  Torre,  Celeste  Legnitto:  Dates  to  the  Dromedary  Company. 
Carson,  Young:  "Noisy  antics"  to  Hamerslag  and  Schagen. 
Anita  Peterson  and  Lourtie:  The  "Lost  Chord"  to  its  finder. 
Ciarlo,  Kloehn,  Robuson :  Sorry — we  can't  find  out  what  they  want  to  leave. 
Analouise  Turner:  False  teeth  to  the  three  graces. 
Gertrude  Horgan:  Swimming  ability  to  the  deep  sea  fish. 
Taylor  and  Taylor:  Their  sad,  unhappy  natures  to  Hughes. 
Winter:  His  rumble  seat  for  buggy  rides. 
Alice  Quigley:  Her  love  of  men  to  the  Miriams. 
Queirolo:  Innocence  to  the  unjustly  accused. 

Grimm:  His  waving  hair  to  the  Stacomb  Company — "Before  Using." 
Mildred  Banks:  That  million  dollar  smile  to  Gloss. 
Purcell,  Junker:  Their  limps  to  future  football  heroes. 
Hazel  Schrepfer,  Curran:  Hair  dyes  to  Petri. 
Hammond:  Ability  as  a  modiste  to  Miss  Jones. 
Fralin:  Eloquent  speeches  to  Margaret  Wilson. 
Trowbridge:  His  line  to  any  good  fisherman. 

Witness:  H.  Matthai,  A.  Taylor.  The  29X  Class 
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►  /PCC1T< 


THE  BOUNDING  PIG$I\IN 

THE  history  of  football  at  Lick  underwent  many  changes  this  year.  A  new  coach, 
Mr.  Ackley,  formed  early  in  the  season,  out  of  a  score  of  fellows,  a  team  fitted 
out  with  sharp  Tiger  claws.  Although  the  squad  was  the  subject  of  many  jests 
at  first,  it  was  soon  found  that  they  had  both  spirit  and  willingness.  Because  of  these 
pokes,  most  of  which  were  aimed  at  the  size  of  the  team,  it  became  necessary  for  both  the 
coach  and  the  players  to  press  their  nasal  appendages  firmly  against  the  grindstone  to 
build  up  a  team  of  the  one-time  Lick  championship  caliber.  Coaeli  Ackley  developed  a 
well-disciplined  team,  and  his  numerous  trick  plays  netted  the  team  many  yards  through- 
out the  season. 

The  first  of  three  practice  games  was  with  Jefferson  High  at  Daly  City  on  August 
30th.  This  game  turned  out  to  be  nothing  more  than  the  usual  daily  scrimmage  for  the 
Tigers,  ending  with  a  score  of  12-0  in  our  favor.  Just  one  week  later  we  traveled  across 
the  briny  deep  and  encountered  the  powerful  Berkeley  High  School  team.  A  large 
number  of  the  boys  on  this  aggregation  played  on  that  school's  Northern  California 
championship  team  of  1928.  This  perhaps  accounted  for  Lick's  defeat  by  27  points. 
The  following  Friday,  which  chanced  to  fall  on  the  13th  of  September,  truly  turned  out 
to  be  a  jinx  for  Jefferson,  for  on  this  date  they  had  challenged  us  to  a  return  game. 
This  time  we  conquered  by  a  score  of  14-0.  Two  of  these  points  were  due  to  a  touchback, 
scored  when  the  Jefferson  center  passed  the  ball  high  over  his  quarter-back's  head 
beyond  their  own  goal  line  with  Biale  there  ready  to  pounce  on  it. 

Our  first  league  game  was  with  Galileo  at  Ewing  Field  on  September  18th.  We 
received  the  kick-off,  and  after  running  the  ball  back  to  the  center  of  the  field,  Coach 
Ackley's  famous  "dead-man''  play  was  used  in  which  Biale  received  a  long  pass  from 
Glastra,  making  thirty  yards.  Early  in  the  first  quarter  Galileo  fumbled  the  ball,  one 
of  our  alert  men  recovered  it  behind  their  goal,  giving  us  six  points.  A  convert  by 
Junker  failed,  and  he  was  later  taken  out  of  the  game  because  of  an  injured  neck.  In 
the  second  quarter  one  of  the  Lions  broke  away  for  a  thirty  yard  run  and  scored.  They 
also  eked  a  touchdown  from  us  in  the  third  quarter,  making  the  score  13-6  in  the  favor 
of  Galileo.  In  the  fourth  quarter  we  put  the  ball  on  Galileo's  twenty-yard  line  by  a  pass 
from  Robuson  to  McKevitt.  McKevitt  then  went  through  the  line  for  two  first  downs, 
and  here  is  where  the  Lions  were  threatened  within  their  own  two-yard  line.  We  failed 
to  put  the  ball  over,  but  a  moral  victory  was  won  for  the  stalwart  Tigers. 

On  the  eve  of  the  Sacred  Heart  game,  a  substitute  coach,  "Tiny"  Farmiloe,  of  the 
Olympic  Club,  was  given  charge  in  Mr.  Ackley's  place.  Sacred  Heart  was  favored  to 
win,  but  this  prediction  was  less  certain  when  the  Tigers  scored  early  in  the  game  by 
line  plays,  but  failed  to  get  the  extra  point.  In  the  last  few  minutes  of  play.  Miller  of 
Sacred  Heart  intercepted  Junker's  pass  in  our  own  territory,  and  trekked  his  way  over 
the  goal  for  six  points.  Their  attempt  for  point  No.  7  also  failed  because  of  the  stead- 
fastness of  our  linemen.    At  the  final  gun,  the  score  was  6-6. 

Though  Lick  had  failed  of  complete  victories  in  the  A.A.A.  games  up  until  this 
point,  our  chance  came  on  October  4  when  we  played  St.  Ignatius  at  Kezar  Stadium.  Our 
opponents  were  slated  to  win  without  a  doubt,  heedless  of  our  fine  showing  against 

Continued  on  page  ly 
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Fedeli 
Sharman 


Raffo 
Junker 


Strange 
McKi:\  m 


BlALE 

Kelly 


CAPTAIN,  CCACH,  MANAGER 

Coach  "Tiny"  Farmiloe:  "Football  at  Lick  is  now  over  for  the  year.  At  the  beginning 
of  the  season  the  various  critics  did  not  concede  Lick  a  first  down,  not  to  speak  of  a 
victory.  This  condition  was  due  to  the  lack  of  material  in  size,  numbers,  and  experience. 
It  is  my  privilege  to  state  that  Lick  has  had  a  team  it  can  well  be  proud  of,  for  the  fight 
and  spirit  shown  by  the  boys  in  the  face  of  such  conditions  as  existed  this  fall." 

Captain  "Yites"  Fedeli:  "With  the  opening  of  the  Fall  term,  football  hopes  were 
very  gloomy,  even  under  the  guidance  of  a  new  coach,  "Pete"  Ackley.  Things  were 
getting  along  in  fine  shape  when  Mr.  Ackley  was  called  away.  We  were  then  handi- 
capped without  a  coach  until  our  new  mentor,  "Tiny"  Farmiloe,  arrived.  He  put  us  on 
our  feet  again,  and  the  team  still  kept  the  same  old  "Tiger  Spirit."  To  each  member 
of  the  squad,  to  Coach  Farmiloe,  and  to  the  entire  Lick  student  body,  I  extend  my 
appreciation  of  their  backing  and  support,  which  will  surely  not  be  forgotten." 


Manager  "Bert"  Kloehn:  "Not  much  was  expected  of  our  football  team  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  season;  but  due  to  the  work  of  Coach  "Tiny"  Farmiloe  and  the  incentive 
given  by  Captain  "Yites"  Fedeli,  the  team  proved  that  the  old  "Tiger  Spirit"  has  not 
died  out.  Although  we  won  few  games,  those  schools  that  played  Lick  were  brought  to 
realize  that  they  played  a  hard-fighting  team." 
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the  PLAyEP§ 

Biale — A  smashing  end  who  stops  all  plays  in  his  territory. 
Brandt — Here's  a  lively  end  who  has  plenty  punch  and  is  always  full  of  pep. 
Glastra — "Mush"  is  a  hard-hitting  half-back  who  never  misses  his  man. 
Junker — An  experienced  member  of  the  team  and  a  cool  and  brainy  player. 
Kelly — His  minuteness  is  compensated  for  hy  speed  and  lots  of  push. 
McKevitt — Newspapers  referred  to  "Mac"  as  all-city  caliber.   "Nuf  sed." 
Nager — One  who  uses  his  weight  to  good  advantage  in  taking  out  his  man. 
Purcell — A  new  man  on  the  team,  full  of  fight  and  "Tiger  Spirit." 
Raffo — Without  a  doubt  here  is  the  second  hardest  worker  on  the  squad. 
Robuson — Here  is  one  of  those  triple-threat  men  that  are  so  hard  to  stop. 
Shannon — Proved  to  be  a  sensational  defensive  man  in  one  season. 
Strange — A  small  but  smart  quarterback  and  a  wonderful  punter. 
Tarantino — A  hard-hitting  tackle  who  tries  hard  all  the  time. 
}  oung — This  guard  proved  himself  extremely  valuable  in  a  short  time. 
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THE    SCIJ4D 

CECAUSE  of  the  decreased  enrollment  of  the  school,  we  did  not  have  a  great 
number  of  bench-warmers  this  year,  but  the  few  that  we  did  have  showed 
plenty  of  the  "ole  Tiger  Spirit."  The  squad  is  the  name  given  to  the  group  of 
fellows  who  are  getting  experience  this  season  so  that  they  can  play  on  the  team  next 
year;  and  to  those  who  replace  a  member  of  the  team  in  a  game,  without  diminishing  the 
power  of  the  team,  for  the  simple  reason  that  a  fresh  man  will  always  be  able  to  play 
better  than  one  who  is  tired  or  injured.  We  should  appreciate  these  boys,  for  they 
sacrifice  a  great  deal  just  to  see  the  team  get  ahead.  Each  one  of  them  has  as  much 
responsibility  on  his  shoulders  as  any  man  on  the  team.  They  are  the  ones  who  bear  the 
brunt  of  practice  scrimmages  and  the  anxiety  that  occurs  before  and  during  a  game. 
Their  sole  ambition  is  to  get  into  a  game,  and  though  many  of  them  do  not  have  this 
ambition  realized,  they  never  show  a  lack  of  spirit  or  a  let-down  in  the  amount  of 
fight  they  start  out  with. 

The  following  are  the  boys  of  whom  the  squad  was  composed  this  season :  Roed, 
center;  Boyle  and  O'Neill,  guards;  Sharp  and  Stimmel,  tackles;  Dupuis,  Ende,  and 
Markwart,  ends;  Ciarlo,  Fralin,  St.  Clair,  Trowbridge,  and  Vogel,  backs. 
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Continued  from  page  13 

Galileo  and  Sacred  Heart.  In  the  second  quarter  McKevitt  romped  through  St.  Ignatius 
strong  defense  for  23  yards,  giving  us  a  hard-earned  touchdown.  Twice  low  aid  the  end 
of  the  game  the  Wildcats  threatened  our  goal,  but  Fedeli  recovered  one  of  their  fumhles 
the  first  time,  and  the  second  time  Riale  intercepted  a  pass  on  our  twenty-yard  line, 
placing  the  ball  in  Lick's  possession  at  the  end  of  the  game.  St.  Ignatius  came  out  on 
the  tail  end  of  a  6-0  score. 

Until  the  KHh  of  October  none  of  our  three  opponents  had  left  us  scoreless,  so  it 
was  up  to  Commerce  to  accomplish  that.  Owing  to  several  injuries  which  further 
lessened  the  number  of  players  on  the  team,  the  Tigers  were  handicapped.  Junker,  an 
essential  man.  could  not  play  because  of  a  had  knee,  but  Fedeli,  Sharman,  McKevitt, 
and  several  others  played  heedless  of  former  injuries.  Throughout  the  entire  game, 
Sharman,  a  player  who  had  not  seen  much  service  so  far,  showed  up  well  both  on 
offense  and  defense.  After  Commerce  scored,  our  team  displayed  less  lack  of  spirit 
and  more  fight  than  in  any  game  this  season.  Commerce  was  victorious,  nevertheless, 
by  a  score  of  14-0. 

On  the  following  Thursday  a  hopeful  Lick  team  went  out  to  Kezar  to  meet  the 
powerful  Lowell  Cardinals.  During  the  whole  season  our  sole  ambition  was  to  heat 
our  old  rival,  Lowell;  and  in  the  game  the  team  showed  fine  spirit.  Nevertheless,  Lowell 
scored  at  will,  and  ran  up  a  score  of  57  points.  In  the  last  few  minutes  of  play,  how- 
ever, and  at  a  time  when  Lowell's  first  team  was  again  in  the  fray,  the  Tigers  approached 
the  Cardinal  goal.  A  pass  from  McKevitt  to  Fralin,  several  line  plunges  by  McKevitt 
and  Rohuson,  and  finally  a  pass  to  Dupuis  over  the  goal  by  Robuson  netted  us  six  well- 
earned  points.  Let  it  be  noted  that  Fralin  and  Dupuis,  both  of  the  bench  aggregation, 
showed  some  fine  offensive  playing  in  this  last  historic  quarter.  It  is  dubbed  a  historic 
quarter  because  it  was  in  that  period  of  the  game  that  we  crossed  Lowell's  much  coveted 
and  well-guarded  goal  line  for  the  first  time  in  four  years. 

The  next  game  on  our  schedule  was  with  Mission,  and  this  time  we  ventured  out 
against  a  team  composed  of  a  super-offense  and  an  impassable  defense.  The  Tigers 
couldn't  cope  with  these  factors,  and  we  lost  the  game  to  the  tune  of  71  points,  in  spite 
of  McKevitt's  stellar  punting  and  Glastra's  beautiful  passes. 

The  Cogswell  Dragons  were  slightly  favored  to  win  over  us  this  year.  The  Tigers 
came  on  the  field  with  a  total  count  of  the  entire  team  and  squad  only  twenty  players. 
Each  of  these,  however,  had  fight  and  power,  but  Cogswell  scored  two  touchdowns,  and 
the  first  time  in  years  Lick  took  a  bow  to  their  old  rivals,  12-0. 

With  only  two  days  of  practice  after  this  game  we  were  scheduled  to  meet  Poly 
on  the  following  Wednesday.  Recause  of  the  size  of  our  squad  and  the  large  number  of 
injured  players,  both  schools  agreed  to  shorten  the  last  two  quarters  to  five  minutes 
apiece.  We  appreciate  the  way  the  Mechanics  treated  us  during  this  game,  for  they 
realized  our  condition  and  therefore  gave  us  an  even  break  by  putting  in  their  second 
and  third  teams.  In  the  second  half  we  made  two  first  downs  in  succession,  but  the 
game  ended  with  a  score  of  27-0  against  the  Tigers. 
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THE  RACKET  JINX 

fOR  many  years  tennis  has  been  a  popular  sport  in  our  schools,  and  the  program 
has  been  carried  out  with  much  interest  this  year.  Mixed  doubles  is  no  longer 
the  proverbial  "jinx,"  as  was  proved  when  the  season  opened  with  great  uphill 
strides.  There  was  a  large  turnout  of  both  girls  and  boys  and  we  feel  assured  that 
"mixed  doubles*'  will  again  mean  something. 

Most  of  the  success  of  this  term's  tennis  is  due  to  the  officers:  President  Eloise 
Gunzel,  Vice-President  Gertrude  Kaiser.  Secretary  Beatrice  Springer.  We  also  wish 
to  comment  on  the  wonderful  co-operation  we  received  from  the  boys,  with  von 
Hermann  acting  as  president.  Wonderful  spirit  and  intense  interest  was  shown  through- 
out the  tennis  tournament.  We  almost  believe  the  "tiger  spirit"  is  making  its  way  up 
to  Lux  to  spur  these  mixed  teams  on. 

The  schedule  ran  as  follows:  the  season  opened  with  O'Donnell-Lourtie  versus 
Kaiser-Dobbie,  both  very  strong  teams.  After  a  well  played  set,  O'Donnell-Lourtie 
loomed  the  victors  with  a  score  of  10-5.  The  next  game  was  quite  interesting  with 
Read-Rodoni  versus  Murray-Offenbach,  the  former  combination  winning  10-4.  The 
next  set  was  an  unusually  good  one  as  the  teams  were  evenly  matched:  Turner-Queirolo 
versus  Eldrup-Phillips,  the  latter  winning  10-7.  Gunzel-Smith  then  challenged  Perkins- 
Lane,  with  Perkins-Lane  showing  their  tennis  ability.  The  set  following  was  well  played, 
with  Prine-Keldsen  against  Williams-Ross,  the  latter  winning  10-4.  Corbella-Zucco 
won  with  a  score  of  10-3.  The  following  game  was  the  last  of  the  starting  line-up  to 
work  (ill.  with  Smith-Gloss  versus  Summers-Barron.    Smith-Gloss  won  10-2. 

The  semi-finals  found  O'Donnell-Lourtie  playing  Read-Rodoni,  both  strong  teams, 
with  Read-Rodoni  proving  their  superiority,  10-0.  Eldrup-Phillips  then  played  Perkins- 
Lane,  the  latter  winning  with  a  score  of  10-6.  Williams-Ross  versus  Corbella-Zucco 
proved  a  very  good  game  with  Corbella-Zucco  winning  10-1.  Smith-Gloss  then  chal- 
lenged Noel-von  Hermann  and  came  out  losers  on  a  10-2  score. 

The  finals  found  these  fighting  teams  pushing  their  way  to  the  top  with  Read- 
Rodoni  playing  Perkins-Lane.  The  set  proved  to  be  one  of  the  best  so  far.  Both  teams 
played  excellent  tennis.  Perkins-Lane  won  with  a  score  of  10-8.  Corbella-Zucco 
versus  Noel-von  Hermann  also  proved  a  very  exciting  and  well  fought  match,  with 
Noel-von  Hermann  winning. 

The  final  game  saw  two  very  strong  teams  up  for  championship.  On  November  13, 
Noel-von  Hermann  played  Perkins-Lane,  in  what  turned  out  to  be  the  best  match  this 
season.  The  set  was  very  hotly  contested,  but  Noel-von  Hermann  were  declared  the 
school  champions. 
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12C  -  POUND  CAXDETCALL 

THIS  outfit  looked  like  a  real  Lick  team  this  year.  All  of  those  on  the  team  played 
last  season  on  the  lighter  weight,  and  many  of  those  who  came  out  for  practice 
could  not  play  because  of  their  failure  to  make  weight.  This  team  was  led  by 
Captain  Andresen  who  played  an  outstanding  position  at  guard  throughout  the  whole 
season  ;  it  was  coached  by  "Joe"  Radetich  who  has  gained  much  renown  in  basketball 
circles  around  the  school.  That  the  120's  did  plenty  of  scoring  this  season  was  proved 
by  the  fact  that  South  San  Francisco  beat  them  by  only  one  point,  scoring  14  to  our  op- 
ponents' 15.  Victory  awaited  the  team  when  they  played  Balboa  the  first  time  and 
trimmed  them  11-5.  The  next  three  teams  scheduled  were  Mission,  Balboa,  and  the  St. 
James  unlimiteds.  These  games  were  lost,  but  defeat  only  made  the  Tigers  fight  harder 
in  the  league  games,  which  soon  followed.  The  first  of  these  was  with  Galileo,  who  later 
turned  out  to  be  likely  contenders  for  the  championship.  We  lost  in  this  game  by  a  score 
of  28-12,  Petri  being  high-point  man.  A  closer  game  was  the  one  with  Mission  on  Octo- 
ber 18th  when  our  opponents  beat  us  by  a  score  of  18-17.  Our  guards  showed  up  fine 
on  the  defense  in  this  game.  A  victory  that  was  a  victory  came  about  when  our  120*s 
beat  Everett's  unlimiteds,  followed  by  our  win  over  Lick's  good  old  rival,  Lowell. 
This  game  ended  with  a  score  of  21-18  in  our  favor.  Poly  turned  out  a  better  team  than 
ours,  so  we  did  not  win  the  last  game  of  the  season. 

Those   on  the  team   were:   Captain    Andresen,   Offenbach,   and   Adami,   guards; 
Dobbie,  center;  Petri,  Lane,  and  Plagge,  forwards. 
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Barron  Qceirolo  Ransdall 

Horcan  Martinet        Ross  Guaraldi 


11C -POUND   EA§I\ETEALL 

4LTH0UGH  the  110's  consisted  of  a  group  of  inexperienced  players  chosen 
largely  from  the  lower  classes,  they  developed  into  a  fast,  smart  team  in  little 
^time.  Coach  "Dick"  Queirolo  had  quite  a  job  on  his  hands  when  only  seven 
fellows  showed  up  for  the  first  practice,  and  even  though  our  team  wasn't  very  success- 
ful, these  seven  deserve  lots  of  credit.  Their  initial  practice  game  was  with  South  San 
Francisco.  They  were  defeated,  but  Ross,  the  smallest  man  on  the  team,  saved  us  from 
being  left  scoreless  by  making  two  points.  The  next  four  practice  games  were  played 
against  Balboa  (twice),  Cogswell,  and  St.  James,  respectively.  Each  was  a  defeat,  but 
the  Tigers  held  their  own  by  never  being  left  scoreless  and  by  giving  their  opponents  a 
stiff  battle  for  their  victories.  On  October  9th  the  team  met  Galileo  at  Everett  court  for 
their  first  league  game.  They  lost  by  a  score  of  24-3,  Guaraldi  making  all  three  points. 
Nine  days  later  Mission  High  defeated  us  after  which  Everett  did  the  same.  On  the  last 
day  of  October  the  110s  lost  to  Lowell.  Horgan  was  high-point  man  in  this  game  as 
well  as  the  Mission  game.  Next  in  line  was  Poly,  and  the  team  made  a  good  showing  in 
their  last  game,  heedless  of  the  fact  that  they  were  not  victorious. 

Here  s  a  lineup  of  the  plucky  seven:  Captain  Martinet,  center;  Horgan,  Guaraldi, 
and  Barron,  forwards;  Ransdall,  Ross,  and  Lenze,  guards. 


2C 


R.  O'DONNELL       D.  DoOLEY  M.  HoLCOMB 

A.  Bjerrinc     M.  Ehi.eus        V.  Aarreberc       W.  Read       G.  Gray 


BASKETBALL  CHAMPIONS 

THE  basketball  season  opened  with  great  spirit  when  eighty-two  girls  signed 
up  for  the  sport.  Throughout  the  entire  season  a  fine  interest  was  maintained 
by  the  student  body  as  well  as  those  participating.  The  teams  were  very  evenly 
matched,  and  all  players  showed  good  ability.  Miss  Mitchel,  the  coach,  deserves  much 
credit  for  her  splendid  work  with  the  girls  in  this  major  sport. 

The  tournament  opened  on  September  17th  with  the  high  seniors  against  the  low 
seniors.  After  a  well-fought  game  the  30J  team  loomed  as  the  victors  with  a  score  of 
12-4.  The  winners  of  the  other  games  in  the  tournament  were  SOX,  32J,  and  32X. 

A  game  was  held  between  high  juniors  and  low  seniors  to  determine  tin*  upper 
class  winners.  The  30J's  won  with  a  score  of  18-5.  On  September  24th,  the  32J  played 
the  32X  to  determine  the  lower  class  winners,  the  32X  winning  with  a  score  of  17-6. 

The  championship  game  was  played  on  September  26th  with  30J  against  32X.  The 
game  was  full  of  thrilling  moments.  The  30J  team  proved  their  superiority  by  winning 
with  a  score  of  17-5.  Rose  O'Donnell  and  Alice  Bjerring  starred  as  forwards  with 
Captain  Vera  Aarreberg  and  Matilda  Elders  towers  of  strength  at  center.  The  game 
was  hard  fought,  and  the  32X  proved  a  threat,  showing  up  well  with  a  fast  playing 
combination. 
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CHILD'S  PL4y 

VOLLEY  BALL,  once  considered  a  minor  sport  at  Lux,  is  now  drawing  the 
time  and  attention  of  any  major  sport.  This  seemingly  easy  act  of  batting 
a  ball  over  the  net  requires  practice  and  skill. 
Alice  Bjerring  captained  the  winning  team  this  semester.  Her  players  finally  won 
a  hard  fought  victory  from  a  team  captained  by  Virginia  Scuitti.  The  members  on  the 
winning  team  were:  Matilda  Elders.  Vera  Aarreberg,  Rose  O'Donnell,  Grace  Gray, 
Winnie  Read,  Mildred  Holcomb,  Lucille  Galer,  Edith  Grundy,  Alice  Bjerring.  The 
contest  proved  quite  exciting  to  the  surprise  of  all  spectators,  as  a  game  fight  was  put 
up  by  both  sides.  The  30J  team  proved  their  superiority  by  their  steadiness  at  returning 
the  ball.  The  game  drew  to  a  close  with  a  score  of  21-15,  but  all  will  remember  that 
hard-earned  champion  crown,  and  the  team  that  proved  such  competition  for  the 
champs  of  today.  Some  of  the  stars  of  the  game  were:  Lucille  Galer  and  Edith  Grundy, 
who  were  outstanding  in  their  splendid  playing. 

Much  credit  is  due  to  our  coach.  Miss  Mitchel,  for  umpiring  and  coaching  the 
various  teams. 

The  volley  ball  schedule  was  well  planned  as  it  proved  all  teams  were  evenly 
matched.  It  opened  on  November  6  with  29X  versus  30J.  This  was  a  well  played 
game,  but  30J  proved  their  superior  power  by  winning.  On  November  6,  also,  31X 
challenged  32J,  with  31X  winning.  Then  on  November  7,  30X  played  31J,  with  30X 
victors.  The  two  freshman  classes  proved  their  knowledge  of  volley  ball  when,  on 
November  7,  33J  played  32X.  The  high  freshmen  proved  a  little  too  much  for  the 
freshmen,  and  won.  The  championship  game  was  played  on  November  13  with  32X 
versus  30 J. 

SPLASH  CPTHE  I  All  II  f 

^WIMMING  is  an  important  sport  for  the  girls  at  Lux.  Although  there  is  no  pool  on  the 
grounds,  the  girls  are  taking  advantage  of  the  wonderful  pool  at  the  Women's  City 
Club.  Since  our  swimming  meet  is  held  every  spring,  the  girls  are  spending  long  hours 
improving  their  technique.  The  Freshmen  have  made  a  good  showing  this  term  by 
appearing  every  week  for  practice.  From  their  ability  in  swimming  they  should  afford 
keen  competition  in  the  future  meets.  Our  coach,  Miss  Mitchel,  and  President  Doris 
Smith  have  done  wonderful  work  this  term  in  coaching  the  various  swimmers.  They 
have  organized  groups  and  specialized  in  different  types  of  swimming.  This  plan  proved 
quite  a  success  as  the  number  of  girls  turning  out  has  been  doubled. 

i  •  -A  •  \  . 
WJ  URINC  the  past  two  and  one  half  years  the  Girls'  Athletic  Association  has  worked 
zealously  in  its  effort  to  make  the  G.A.A.  an  important  factor  in  student  life.  The 
officers  for  this  term,  namely,  Rose  O'Donnell,  president,  Mildred  Banks,  vice-president, 
and  Mildred  Urfer,  secretary,  have  proved  themselves  capable  of  their  respective 
positions.  Miss  Mitchell,  sponsor,  deserves  much  credit  for  her  original  ideas  and  her 
co-operation.  One  of  the  outstanding  events  sponsored  by  the  G.A.A.  was  a  hike  on 
September  21.  All  agreed  that  this  was  one  of  the  most  enjoyable  trips  ever  made,  and 
the  Treasure  Hunt  will  long  be  remembered  by  those  who  participated. 
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ORGANIZATIONS 


CUE  CLUB  ACTIVITIES 

GOOD  progress  lias  been  made  by  the  leaders  and  sponsors  of  our  clubs  since 
the  program  requiring  the  participation  ol  ever)  member  of  the  student  bod) 
in  at  least  one  extra-curricular  activity  was  initialed  a  year  and  a  half  ago. 
Through  their  efforts  the  plan  lias  become  well  established. 

Upon  its  inauguration  two  new  clubs  were  formed,  and  the  present  term  has  seen 
the  emergence  of  another.  The  most  important  problem  to  be  faced  was  that  of  adapta- 
tion to  new  conditions.  Not  only  was  there  the  problem  of  organizing  new  groups, 
but  memberships  of  existing  clubs  increased  as  much  as  three  hundred  per  cent.  The 
new  members  were  only  mildly  interested,  and  even  disinterested;  they  were  unac- 
quainted with  the  hobby  for  which  the  club  stood.  Leaders  and  sponsors  worked  hard 
to  win  them  over,  to  introduce  them  to  the  work  of  the  organization,  to  help  them  to 
become  active,  fully  participating  members.  The  experience  in  leadership  and  the 
problems  of  organization  was  invaluable.  Today  every  student  belongs  to  some  club, 
a  satisfactory  system  of  credits  has  been  devised  and  is  in  operation,  and  the  routine  is 
functioning  fairly  well.   The  period  of  establishment  is  over. 

But  it  is  in  the  continuation  of  the  activities  that  perhaps  the  greatest  problem 
remains  to  be  faced.  There  is  a  noticeable  slackening  of  interest.  It  is  difficult  to 
organize  a  club  and  set  in  motion  its  activities.  It  is  more  difficult  to  keep  those  activities 
interesting  and  worth  while,  and  so  prevent  a  lapsing  into  mediocrity.  What  must  be 
done  to  avoid  a  loss  of  interest?  First  of  all  every  member  must  be  an  active  member — 
he  must  feel  that  what  he  is  doing  is  worth  while  to  himself  and  to  the  club.  Everyone 
should  be  led  to  put  forth  his  best  efforts.  Whatever  is  worth  doing  at  all  is  worth  doing 
well.  The  club  meetings  must  be  full  of  action  if  they  are  to  appeal  to  the  members 
and  make  them  want  to  belong.  The  business  session  can  be  made  short  and  snappy. 
With  careful  planning  much  of  the  discussion  that  is  usually  heard  in  a  meeting  of 
any  kind — whether  in  school  or  out — can  usually  be  settled  in  committees  and  the 
results  of  the  committees'  work  submitted  to  the  club  for  approval.  The  remainder 
of  the  meeting  time  can  then  be  devoted  to  interesting  programs  in  which  the  members 
take  part,  or  to  which  non-members  may  be  invited  to  contribute.  The  object  of  each 
program  should  be  to  have  the  members  leave  feeling  they  have  gained  new  knowledge, 
new  interests,  or  new  experiences — that  they  have  profited  by  attending  the  meeting. 
Furthermore,  the  work  of  the  club  will  become  more  interesting  if  programs  are 
planned  to  which  outsiders  are  invited,  such  as  exhibits,  special  talks,  and  demon- 
strations. Whatever  is  done  will  require  thorough  preparation,  the  burden  of  respon- 
sibility resting  on  the  leaders — not  upon  the  sponsors. 

Successful  leadership  results  only  from  faithful  attention  to  every  detail,  con- 
sideration of  the  interests  of  the  members,  and  careful  planning  of  the  program  for 
each  day,  every  month,  and  the  entire  term.  The  successful  leader  will  take  the 
sponsor  into  his  confidence  and  seek  his  counsel.  The  continued  existence  of  our  clubs 
now  depends  upon  the  strong  and  thoughtful  leadership  of  those  to  whom  the  welfare 
of  these  organizations  is  intrusted. — Arthur  H.  French. 
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L.  W.  L.  I  Al  I  II  V 

August  16 — The  opening  rally  at  Lick  started  with  much  enthusiasm.  An  inspiring 
talk  was  given  by  Albert  Owens,  a  former  student  body  president.  The  presidents 
of  the  various  clubs  welcomed  the  freshmen  into  the  school  with  the  customary 
speech,  "I  want  to  take  this  opportunity " 

August  23 — The  first  joint  rally  of  the  term  opened  with  plenty  of  noise.  The  high 
freshmen  gave  a  novel  skit,  which  produced  plenty  of  laughs.  Coach  Ackley  spoke 
on  football,  school  spirit,  and  the  support  of  the  games.  A  snappy  dance  followed. 

September  6 — Mr.  Heymann  spoke  on  school  affairs,  and  the  student  bodies  were  told 
how  Mr.  Merrill  was  spending  a  much  needed  vacation.  Amid  much  shouting  and 
cheering  the  members  of  the  football  team  and  squad  received  their  players'  cards. 
Teza  gave  an  accordian  solo.  Miss  Jones,  a  teacher  at  Lux,  recounted  an  interesting 
trip  which  she  took  through  the  Panama  Canal  this  summer. 

September  18 — This  was  the  first  football  rally  of  the  term  and  was  held  for  the  purpose 
of  arousing  enthusiasm  for  the  Galileo  game.  Analouise  Turner  and  Celeste 
Legnitto  gave  a  well-received  duo.  Captain  "Yites"  Fedeli  urged  the  student  body 
to  support  the  "fighting  tigers."  President  Queirolo  gave  a  clever  description  of 
the  outstanding  members  of  the  football  team. 

September  27  and  October  10 — On  these  two  days  rallies  were  held  preceding  the 
Sacred  Heart  and  Commerce  games  respectively.  Musical  entertainment  from  the 
three  schools  was  enjoyed,  and  yells  practiced  under  our  snappy  leaders,  Gloss  and 
Hawkins. 

October  11 — Three  years  ago  the  L.W.L.  Alumni  gave  a  night  rally.  This  year  our  hopes 
for  another  were  realized.  The  affair  gave  the  students  a  chance  to  renew  old 
friendships.  The  Lux  Bowl  was  illuminated,  a  speakers'  stand  had  been  erected, 
and  the  old  newel  post  was  in  its  customary  place.  In  former  years,  at  the  old  Lick 
building,  when  the  students  held  their  rallies  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase,  it  became 
the  habit  with  each  speaker  to  place  his  hand  on  the  stairpost  for  support.  When 
the  school  moved  into  the  new  building,  the  students  took  the  old  post  and  now 
place  it  wherever  needed  to  give  nervous  speakers  the  much  needed  physical  sup- 
port in  order  that  their  moral  support  may  be  strengthened. 
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L.W.  L.  EALLIEX 

Greenberg,  of  the  1919  class  was  master  of  ceremonies  and  his  witticisms  were 
enjoyed  by  all.  The  Alumni  president,  Mr.  Tooker  of  the  1902  class,  gave  a  talk. 
Eva  Noel  and  Dick  Queirolo  were  called  upon.  Entertainment  was  given  by  the 
Glee  Club,  the  Orchestra,  and  Raffo  and  Kloehn.  Kloehn  also  gave  a  clever 
humorous  impersonation.  The  class  of  1924  presented  a  short  comic  skit.  The  old 
yell  leaders  came  out  and  led  yells  as  in  their  day.  A  great  bonfire  was  lighted, 
and  Lowell  was  given  an  impressive  burial. 

October  24 — At  the  Block  Rally,  conducted  by  Vice-President  Hazlewood,  Mr.  Heymann 
explained  the  significance  of  the  block  and  the  new  point  system.  Pearl  Low,  Vice- 
President  of  Lux,  spoke  on  the  meaning  of  the  Lux  block.  Hamerslag  and  Schagen 
and  a  duo  from  Lux  produced  the  entertainment. 

October  31 — With  Eva  Noel,  Lux  president,  in  charge,  the  rally  prior  to  the  Cogswell 
game  was  opened.  Talks  were  given  by  Raffo  for  football  and  Captain  Andresen 
of  the  120's  basketball  team.   Lick  Glee  Club  and  the  Lux  trio  entertained. 

November  6 — The  Orchestra  conducted  a  snappy  rally  to  mark  the  close  of  the  football 
season.  Figoni  displayed  musical  accomplishments,  both  violin  and  vocal.  Adams 
and  Ross,  a  new  duo,  amused  us  with  a  skit  on  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

November  22 — At  a  rally  put  over  by  the  Aero  Club  under  President  Martinet,  models 
made  by  members  of  the  club  were  exhibited  and  talks  on  aerodynamics  were 
given.  We  hope  these  interesting  club  rallies  will  be  continued  next  semester. 

Dcember  6 — As  usual,  the  nomination  rally  was  a  serious  one.  From  the  list  of  nomi- 
nees we  should  have  a  peppy  term  after  Christmas.  The  usual  introductions  were 
made  and  the  usual  replies,  "I  want  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank — 

December  16 — The  final  rally  was  accompanied  with  the  pep  and  elation  occasioned  by 
completion  of  final  examinations  and  the  approaching  Christmas  holidays.  The 
new  student  body  officers  were  installed,  block  awards  were  given,  and  Dick 
Queirolo  gave  his  farewell  speech.  The  popular  Lick  Orchestra  saw  to  it  that 
everyone  stayed  until  the  final  dance. 
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LICr  BC4CD  CP  CCNTRCL 


PRESIDENT  DICK  CUEIECLC: 

/^BUILDING  is  as  strong  as  its  foundation:  no  matter  how  beautiful  the  finish,  no  struc- 
ture can  endure  which  has  not  been  firmly  built  on  solid  ground.  So  our  school  life 
depends  for  its  enduring  worth  upon  the  foundation. 

"To  you,  freshmen,  falls  the  task  of  building  up  a  strong  co-operative  class  spirit 
that  will  endure  the  four  years  of  training  and  character  building  which  you  will  re- 
ceive in  these  schools.  Work  with  your  teachers,  play  fairly  with  school-mates,  and 
hold  firmly  together  as  a  class.  During  the  second  and  third  years  the  building  goes 
steadily  on  witli  you,  as  workers,  following  out  the  plans  of  the  teachers,  as  architects. 
When,  as  seniors,  you  are  ready  to  complete  the  structure,  remember  that  even  a  good, 
solid  building  can  lie  spoiled  by  poor  workmanship  in  the  finishing  touches.  Let  your 
final  year  be  so  conducted  that  you  can  look  back  with  the  pride  of  a  skilled  workman 
who  surveys  his  work  and  knows  it  to  be  good." 
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LUX  BC4CD  CP  CCNTCCL 


PRESIDENT   EVA   NCEL: 

Tour  happy  years  are  rapidly  drawing  to  a  close;  soon  we,  as  individuals,  will  go 
forth  into  the  world  to  make  a  mark  for  ourselves.  It  is  with  deepest  regret  that  the 
members  of  the  29X  class  leave  the  folds  of  Lux  ;  but  we  will  not  forget  our  Alma  Mater 
nor  the  beautiful  friendships  we  have  formed  here.  The  light  of  Lux  has  been  our 
guiding  star  since  the  day  that  29X,  as  trembling  freshmen,  were  first  recognized  as 
members  of  the  Lux  student  body.  The  ideals  of  Lux  have  truly  been  embedded  within 
us,  and  will  continue  to  be  our  guide.  Our  four  years  have  meant  a  great  deal  to  us  in 
friendships  formed  and  lessons  learned — lessons  not  only  from  teachers  and  books, 
but  lessons  in  fair  play,  sportsmanship  and  group  spirit. 

"Co-operation  has  been  the  characteristic  element  this  term.  It  has  meant  much 
to  me,  as  president,  to  feel  that  the  students  were  always  ready  to  assist  when  called 
upon.  Not  only  the  students,  but  the  faculty  have  been  a  great  help  dining  the  past 
semester.  Let  me  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  Miss  Mueller  for  her  sincere  advice 
and  the  students  for  the  support  which  they  have  given  at  all  times.'' 
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LITERACY   EDITOR 

IN  the  preparation  of  this  journal  for  you,  we  have  tried  to  put  a  great  deal  of 
our  class  spirit,  and  because  we  leave  these  schools  presently  we  want  to 
pass  that  spirit  along  to  other  members  of  the  student  body.  We  have  attempted 
to  keep  in  step  with  the  changing  movements  about  us  in  producing  a  book  which  you 
will  find  lively,  pleasurable,  and  colorful.  It  will  be  noticed,  in  glancing  over  the  book, 
that  numerous  changes  have  been  made — various  materials  added  and  others  subtracted. 

We  can  only  hope  that  you  will  derive  as  much  entertainment  and  enjoyment 
from  the  reading  of  this  issue  as  we  have  had  in  preparing  it  for  you.  We,  like  those 
classes  before  us.  have  tried  to  retain  the  best  features  of  the  journals  which  have  come 
before,  but  at  the  same  time  to  successfully  introduce  new  material. 

ART  EDITOR 

^modern  art  is  but  one  of  the  expressions  of  a  world  of  free  thinkers,  and  it  is  no 
longer  confined  to  tradition  and  custom.  It  is  clean  cut,  definite  in  its  purpose,  and 
decidedly  different  from  the  old  type  of  art.  It  has  arrived  in  a  modern  world  which 
has  accepted  it  with  modern  broad-mindedness.  We  believe  that  it  is  here  to  stay 
and  will  someday  be  outstanding  because  it  is  entirely  representative  of  this  period. 

We  feel  that  in  making  the  art  work  of  this  journal  in  the  modern  style,  we  will 
secure  your  approval.  The  large  heads  which  have  been  used  on  the  cover  and  inserts 
are  entirely  different  from  anything  which  has  been  done  in  the  past,  and  the  cutting 
of  the  woodblocks  by  the  art  students  represents  the  continuation  of  a  new  effort  begun 
last  spring.  The  color  scheme  which  we  have  introduced  is  also  quite  new. 

We  can  only  hope  that  this  journal  will  stand  through  the  years.  It  is,  after  all, 
a  history  of  the  term,  its  achievements,  and  pleasures.  We  hope  that  you  students 
will  treasure  it  as  we  do,  and  that  as  the  years  pass  you  will  become  more  and  more 
interested  in  the  modern  art. 
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LITE   /TAff 

Howard  Matthai,  Asst.  Literary  Editor 

Alfred  Franceschi,  Art  Katherine  Schoembs,  School  Life 

Eva  Noel.  Art  Leslie  Peters,  School  Life 

Florence  Phillips,  Art  John  Purcell,  Sports 

Lucille  Galer,  Art  Rose  O'Donnell,  Sports 

Bertil  Benson.  Art  Blanche  Puccinelli.  Clubs  and  Classes 

Myrtle  Lange,  Art  John  Schagen,  Clubs  and  Classes 

Paul  Timm,  Photography  Edward  Howatt.  Rallies 

THAN  l\S 

tt  ith  the  completion  of  this  issue  of  the  L.  W.  L.  Life,  these  few  words  of  apprecia- 
tion are  the  only  manner  in  which  we,  the  editors,  can  show  how  truly  grateful  we  are 
for  the  willing  co-operation  which  has  been  given  to  us. 

To  Miss  Meng,  whose  constant  and  unfailing  help  overcame  many  difficulties  in 
the  literary  sections,  we  are  deeply  indebted.  To  Miss  Boulware  and  Miss  Hughes,  who 
untiringly  worked  with  the  art  staff,  we  extend  our  most  sincere  thanks.  The  English 
teachers  have  given  us  much  help  in  securing  stories  for  us.  To  the  Life  Staff,  without 
whose  assistance  the  publication  of  this  journal  would  have  been  impossible,  we  are 
indebted. 

All  photographic  work  was  under  the  personal  supervision  of  Mr.  Fisher  of  the 
Fisher  Studios.  Mr.  Gerlach  and  Mr.  Walls  of  the  Beck-Gerlach  Printing  Company, 
and  Mr.  Pohlman  of  the  Commercial  Art  and  Engraving  Company  have  given  us  the 
benefit  of  their  technical  knowledge. 
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LL\  CLAJX  NCTEJ 

^k    MOTHER  of  a  series  of  successful  terras  was  put  over  by  the  29X  class.    This 

/^^^     time  with  the  aid  ol   Mildred  Banks,  president  ;   Vnne  Taylor,  vice-president; 

/• — ^R^  Dina  Chelini,  secretary;  Tosca  Del  Carlo,  Board  of  Control;  and  Elsie  Pacher, 

treasurer.  The  events  celebrated  by  this  class  were  the  senior  dinner  and  the  picnic  held 

at  Manor  on  the  day  of  the  Junior-Freshman  event. 

Champions!  We'll  say  they  are.  Whom  else  could  this  word  apply  to  but  the  30J 
girls?  They  started  the  term  right  by  electing  such  able  officers  as  Margaret  Wilson, 
president;  Frances  Brossoit,  vice-president;  Lucille  Galer,  secretary,  Thelma  Burt- 
chaell,  Board  of  Control  member;  and  Hazel  Mingst,  treasurer.  Beginning  well,  they 
continue;!  by  coming  through  with  the  girl's  basketball  championship  and  ending  with 
a  most  successful  picnic  at  Mr.  Merrill's  home. 

Ahem!  30X's  cannot  be  left  out  of  this  list  of  peppy  classes.  Their  largest  event 
was  in  the  form  of  a  skating  party  which  went  over  with  a  bang  due  to  the  able  leader- 
ship of  President  Blanche  Pucinelli;  vice-president,  Lola  Ermacoff;  secretary,  Agnes 
Hanlon;  Board  of  Control  member,  Janette  Nelsen;  sergeant-at-arms,  Marie  Gotelli; 
and  song  leaders,  Gertrude  Kaiser  and  Anna  Laun.  You  are  always  able  to  count  on 
the  members  of  this  class  for  any  help  or  pep  needed. 

What  could  stop  the  31J  class  from  having  put  over  a  successful  term  when  they 
have  used  such  good  judgment  in  picking  their  officers?  The  are:  Catherine  Pearson, 
president;  Genevieve  Byrnes,  vice-president;  Olive  Goe,  secretary;  Roka  Kanters, 
Board  of  Control  member;  and  Miriam  Brennan,  song  leader.  Their  wonderful  ability 
was  proved  partly  by  the  large  number  of  footballs  sold  during  their  football  sale, 
but  mostly  by  the  outstanding  event  of  the  season,  the  Junior-Freshman  hike  to  Lake 
Lajiunitas. 
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LUX  CLAJX  NOTE/ 

tONG  will  the  remembrance  of  the  Marathon  hike  to  Big  Lagoon,  Muir  Woods, 
and  home  be  remembered  by  the  members  of  the  31X  class.  When  the  above 
_  class  wishes  anything  to  go  over  with  a  bang,  they  are  absolutely  able  to  have 
it  so.  Credit  for  the  hike  was  given  to  President  Evelyn  Flanagan,  vice-president, 
Loretta  Carlson;  secretary,  Gertrude  Pearson;  Board  of  Control  member,  Alice 
Peverini;  sergeant-at-arms,  Lillian  Summers  and  song  leader,  Margaret  Morehart. 

Pep!  The  32J  class  knows  what  that  means.  Anyone  is  able  to  picture  that  class 
skipping  from  one  enjoyable  event  to  another  under  the  leadership  of  such  officers  as: 
president,  Mary  Byrne;  vice-president,  Lorraine  Biniarz;  secretary,  Viola  Galli;  Board 
of  Control  member,  Delia  Odiard;  sergeant-at-arms,  Helen  Hildreth;  and  song  leader, 
Erma  Edelmann.  The  most  enjoyed  event  of  the  term  was  the  hike  to  Muir  Woods. 

32X's!  Another  class  of  fast  growing  champions,  shown  by  their  gaining  of  the 
lower  class  basketball  championship.  Their  largest  event  of  the  term  was  the  hike  to 
Muir  Woods.  Murmurs  of  the  success  of  this  hike  could  be  heard  throughout  the  school 
for  days.  This,  no  doubt,  was  due  to  the  capable  leadership  of  Lorraine  Paganucci, 
president;  Lois  Cunningham,  vice-president;  Florence  Graham,  secretary;  Birdeena 
Gowan,  Board  of  Control  member;  and  Dorothy  Sedger,  song  leader. 

The  Freshmen,  youngest  and  lowest  in  years  but  not  in  activities,  under  their 
advisor,  Miss  Gardner;  their  secretary,  Maxine  Corbella;  and  their  Board  of  Control 
member,  Shirley  Lewellyn,  have  put  themselves  on  the  map.  The  featured  event  of  this 
class  was  the  Junior-Freshman  Hike. 
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LICI\  CLAJX  NCTEX 

IF  you  see  a  gang  of  little  fellows  with  mortar  plastered  over  their  clothes,  they're 
the  freshmen.  The  33J  "baby  Tigers"  have  confined  their  activities  to  playing 
handball  and  throwing  bricks.  Since  they  are  hardly  capable  of  governing  them- 
selves when  so  young,  Miss  Durbrow  was  their  president  for  their  first  term.  The 
remaining  officers  were:  Eastman,  vice-president;  Teza,  secretary;  Boyd,  treasurer;  and 
Husing,  yell  leader. 

The  32X  class  was  ambitious  in  presenting  a  stunt  at  one  of  the  school  rallies. 
Besides  this,  the  members  are  prominent  in  clubs  and  other  activities.  Their  officers 
were:  Banks,  president;  Erickson,  vice-president;  Hoffman,  secretary;  Horgan,  trea- 
surer; Niebauer,  Board  of  Control  member;  Lisk,  yell  leader,  and  Culich,  sergeant- 
at-arms. 

The  32J  class  is  honored  in  having  among  its  members  the  organizer  of  the  new 
Lick  Swimming  Club,  which  has  just  drawn  up  its  constitution.  The  snappy  gang  is 
mainly  small  fellows,  but  there  are  candidates  for  the  football  team  among  its  members. 
The  officers  were:  Phillips,  president;  B.  Ponig,  vice-president;  D.  Smith,  secretary; 
Venturi,  treasurer;  Yardley,  Board  of  Control  member;  Snow,  yell  leader;  and  Wilcox, 
sergeant-at-arms. 

The  31X  class  has  many  members  who  are  active  in  school  life.  The  ringleaders 
of  the  class  are:  Kipp,  president;  Carr,  vice-president;  Graham,  secretary;  Teza,  trea- 
surer; T.  Edwards,  Board  of  Control  member;  Hughes,  yell  leader;  and  G.  Smith, 
sergeant-at-arms. 

The  31 J  class  has  held  its  meetings  in  the  electric  shop.  Perhaps  this  rejuvenating 
atmosphere  has  caused  the  members  to  respond  to  calls  for  various  teams.  31J  has 
been  especially  well  represented  on  the  football  team.  The  officers  were:  Raffo,  presi- 
dent; Harvey,  vice-president;  Brockhoff,  secretary;  Ross,  treasurer;  Roed,  Board  of 
Control  member;  and  Fex,  sergeant-at-arms. 

Football,  basketball,  tennis  and  debating  teams  have  all  had  members  of  the 
30X  class.  They  are  rapidly  assuming  a  leading  part  in  school  life.  The  officers  this 
term  were  as  follows:  Gloss,  president;  B.  Benson,  vice-president;  L.  Peters,  secretary; 
Gillies,  treasurer;  Morrill,  Board  of  Control  member;  Martinet,  yell  leader;  and 
N.  Peters,  sergeant-at-arms. 

Besides  its  picnic,  the  30J  class  has  taken  an  active  part  in  school  life.  The  class 
was  well  represented  on  the  football  team,  in  the  intershop  basketball  tournament,  and 
in  the  tennis  tournament.  Radetich  is  coach  of  the  120-lh.  basketball  team.  The  30J 
boys  elected  these  officers:  president,  Schagen;  vice-president,  McKevitt;  secretary, 
Kelly;  treasurer,  Knudsen;  Board  of  Control  member,  Radetich;  and  yell  leader, 
Bolton. 

The  29X  class  as  a  part  of  its  activities  gave  a  farewell  dinner  in  honor  of  Mr. 
Merrill.  The  seniors  each  term  are  so  busy  with  the  senior  dance  that  they  cannot  have 
many  other  activities,  but  still  they  were  represented  on  all  the  teams.  The  29X  officers 
were:  Fralin,  president;  Grimm,  vice-president;  A.  Benson,  secretary;  Brady,  trea- 
surer; Purcell,  Board  of  Control  member;  Mahler,  yell  leader;  and  Curran,  sergeant- 
at-arms. 
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CLUE   NEW/ 

THE  Lick-Wilmerding  Glee  (Huh.  headed  by  Taylor  ami  coached  by  Mr.  liiillon, 
presents  a  large  part  of  the  school  entertainment.  The  boys  sing  at  rallies,  and 
they  have  been  in  the  habit  of  singing  at  the  graduation  exercises.  Although 
dues  are  now  charged,  these  songbirds  are  as  cheerful  as  ever.  The  three  offices  of 
president,  secretary,  and  treasurer  are  held  by  Taylor,  Lourtie,  and  Blucher  respectively. 

The  Lick  Orchestra,  also  coached  by  Mr.  Britton,  is  divided  into  two  sections, 
the  Dance  and  the  Classical,  with  Horgan  president  of  the  former  and  Figoni  of  the 
latter.  Several  duos  and  trios  have  been  discovered  this  term  which  have  been  well 
received  at  the  rallies.  If  more  fellows  joined  the  Classical  Orchestra,  that  organiza- 
tion might  again  play  at  the  Commencement  exercises. 

Many  tournaments  were  held  by  the  Archery  Club,  the  final  one  being  on  Novem- 
ber 23.  An  exhibit  of  all  the  equipment  also  drew  much  interest.  No  hikes  could  be  held 
this  term  because  of  the  illness  of  Mr.  French,  our  sponsor,  but  they  will  be  resumed. 
The  Archery  Club  was  fortunate  in  having  the  following  able  officers:  president, 
Thomson;  vice-president,  E.  Howatt;  secretary,  L.  Peters;  treasurer,  Schagen;  and 
sergeant-at-arms,  B.  Ponig. 

The  Lick  Stamp  Club  started  the  term  determined  to  outdo  the  former  term's  work 
in  all  ways.  With  only  a  week's  notice  the  club  prepared  two  frames  of  exhibits  for 
the  Oakland  Philatelic  Society  Exhibition,  one  of  which  won  the  second  prize  in  its 
division.  This  panel  was  prepared  by  B.  Ponig,  Kert,  and  Culich. 

This  exhibit  was  followed  by  the  Club's  own  exhibit  at  which  every  member  did 
his  share.  The  exhibits  in  both  the  British  Colonial  and  World  Wide  sections  were  so 
evenly  matched  that  the  judges  had  difficulty  in  deciding  which  were  the  best.  The 
officers  for  the  term  were:  president,  Stimmel;  vice-president,  B.  Ponig;  secretary- 
treasurer,  T.  Knudsen;  and  sergeant-at-arms,  Barron. 

The  Lick  Forum,  assisted  by  Miss  Durbrow,  has  presented  a  debate  on  the  subject 
of  co-education.  Meetings  were  held  to  review  stunts  for  rallies  and  several  good  new 
ones  were  proposed.  A  number  of  members  tried  out  for  the  two  plays,  "The  Last 
Rehearsal"  and  "Jimmy's  Little  Sister."  Purcell  was  the  presiding  officer  for  the 
greater  number  of  meetings,  but  different  boys  have  taken  the  chair  for  the  sake  of 
training  in  parliamentary  law.  The  other  officers  were  Radetich,  secretary,  and  Kelly, 
treasurer. 

The  Camera  Club,  in  addition  to  its  regular  work,  often  has  interesting  lectures  on 
the  different  phases  of  photography.  This  term  their  sponsor,  Miss  Boulware,  talked 
on  color  photography,  and  Mr.  Tibbetts  talked  on  the  chemical  side  of  the  work.  As 
usual  there  was  the  regular  work  of  developing  films,  printing,  and  enlarging  pictures. 
The  officers  were:  Rothwell,  president;  Gompertz,  secretary;  Timm,  treasurer;  and 
Turbitt,  ser<reanl-at-arms. 
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CLICN  EWI 

Continued 
The  Radio  Club,  sponsored  by  Mr.  Roloson,  is  principally  for  the  purpose  of 
preparing  members  for  their  amateur  operator's  license.  Code  classes  are  held  by  the 
experienced  members  and  talks  are  given  by  Mr.  Roloson.  Mr.  Britton  also  gave  a 
talk  on  electrons.  The  officers  were:  Morrill,  president;  Klopstock,  vice-president; 
M.  Hazlewood,  secretary;  E.  Figone,  treasurer;  and  Marcellini,  sergeant-at-arms. 

The  Aero  Club  is  divided  into  two  parts,  the  model  and  aerodynamics  divisions. 
Mr.  Heymann  lectures  to  the  aerodynamics  division  on  the  theory  of  aeronautics.  The 
model  division  builds  model  airplanes  of  various  types  and  flies  them — believe  it  or  not. 
The  mechanical  drawing  department  is  kept  busy  making  blue-prints  and  diagrams 
illustrating  the  theories  of  aeronautics.  The  officers  are:  Martinet,  president;  E. 
Howatt,  vice-president;  Nager,  secretary-treasurer;  and  Fex,  sergeant-at-arms. 

The  Lux  Glee  Club  is  a  source  of  real  entertainment.  This  has  been  proved  by  the 
successful  operetta,  "Lady  Frances,"  which  was  presented  by  its  members.  Besides 
this  the  club  has  entertained  at  many  of  the  rallies.  But  what  else  could  you  expect 
when  they  are  under  such  capable  officers  as  President  Frances  Brossoit,  Vice-president 
Roka  Kanters,  and  Secretary  Audrey  Hernan. 

The  Hi-Ca-Bo  Club,  opening  under  a  new  sponsor,  has  made  an  effort  to  reorganize 
into  two  smaller  clubs  under  one  president.  This  has  been  accomplished  by  omitting 
the  botany  section.  The  club  has  been  able  to  have  only  one  outing  this  fall,  a  hike  to 
Mt.  Tamalpais,  credit  for  which  should  be  given  to  the  following  officers:  President 
Pearl  Low,  Vice-president  Mildred  Banks,  Secretary  Thelma  Burtchaell,  and  Trea- 
surer Anita  Peterson. 
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CLUB    N  EWS 

Contmuetl 

The  Lux  Stamp  Club,  one  of  the  youngest  organizations  at  Lux,  has  been  increas- 
ing its  membership.  The  girls  are  interested  not  only  in  the  collection  and  trading  of 
stamps  but  also  in  their  manufacture.  The  officers  of  this  club  are  Kathryn  Smith, 
president;  Evelyn  Wittmaack,  vice-president;  and  Nadia  Bakly,  secretary. 

The  Pen  and  Ink  Club  did  not  get  under  way  until  very  late  in  the  term  due  to  the 
need  of  a  new  sponsor.  As  soon  as  Miss  Fassett  took  over  the  duties,  a  constitution 
was  drawn  up  and  read  to  the  members  at  a  luncheon  given  by  the  club.  Two  very 
interesting  trips  were  taken  to  a  magazine  plant  and  to  a  newspaper  plant.  This  term 
could  not  have  been  put  over  so  successfully  without  the  aid  of  the  following  officers: 
President  Anne  Taylor,  Vice-president  Margaret  Wilson,  Secretary-treasurer  Katherine 
Schoembs,  and  Sergeant-at-arms  Mildred  Urfer. 

One  of  the  Lux  Forum  Club's  most  successful  terms  was  put  over  by  Audrey 
Wilkins,  president;  Rose  ODonnell,  vice-president;  Beatrice  Springer,  secretary;  and 
Mary  Pue,  treasurer.  Socials,  luncheons,  and  a  Christmas  party  were  given  during  this 
term.  Three  plays,  "It  Sometimes  Happens,"  "At  the  Stroke  of  Twelve,"  and  "The 
Sign  of  the  Cleft  Heart,"  were  also  thoroughly  enjoyed  by  the  students.  At  a  luncheon 
for  the  purpose  of  spurring  the  girls  toward  debating  a  comical  debate  was  given  by 
Margaret  Wilson  and  Doris  Smith.  The  question  was:  Resolved,  that  the  hairpin  can 
be  of  more  use  to  mankind  than  the  common  pin.  Some  very  interesting  factors  con- 
cerning the  history  and  uses  of  the  hairpin  were  discussed.  Doris  Smith,  speaker  on 
the  negative  side,  referred  to  the  early  life,  education,  and  career  of  the  common  pin. 
The  judges  had  a  difficult  time  trying  to  choose  the  winning  side  and  had  to  leave  the 
question  undecided. 
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ALUMNI   NOTES 

"A  little  knowledge  is  a  dangerous  thing, 
Drink  deep,  or  taste  not,  the  Pierian  spring." 

JUDGING  from  the  number  of  29J  girls  who  have  chosen  to  increase  their 
worldly  knowledge  by  further  education,  one  would  say  that  they  had  taken 
Pope's  advice  seriously.  They  are  ably  represented  at  Berkeley  by  May  Welch, 
while  Ruth  Cummings,  Virginia  Klopstock,  and  Eileen  Dewar  have  carried  the  class 
name  to  San  Mateo  Junior  College.  Lucien  Labaudt's  Art  School  will  add  the  finishing 
touches  to  Georgina  Skinner's  work.  Ruth  Jacobs.  Hazel  Kohler,  Grace  Both,  and 
Bernice  Schram  are  at  various  business  colleges.  Margaret  Appleton  is  acquiring  that 
serious  mien  at  State  Teacher's  College.  Alice  Luthi's  histrionic  abilities,  so  well 
demonstrated  during  her  years  at  Lux,  are  being  still  further  developed  at  a  Los  Angeles 
dramatics  college.  Dorothy  Foster  is  in  training  to  become  a  nurse.  Louise  O'Keefe, 
Tlielma  Schutte,  and  Helen  Rhyne  are  working  and  attending  Humboldt  Evening 
High.  Lillian  Lavery,  Helen  Demartini,  and  Sylvia  Olsson  toil  not,  neither  do  they 
study.  The  fortunate  ones  who  have  already  found  their  places  in  the  work-a-day  world 
are  Verna  Swett,  Fronie  Adams,  Bruna  Puccinelli,  Adelgunde  Busse,  Dot  ( Bried ) 
Walsh,  Fannie  Zimmerman,  Josephine  Holecek,  Lorraine  Maguire,  Anna  Grasso,  and 
Mary  Flagler.  Gladys  Martin  is  working  at  present,  but  she  intends  to  enter  a  business 
college  in  the  near  future.  When  they  were  last  heard  from,  Alice  Newmann  and 
Olivette  Fountaine  were  in  St.  Louis.  The  girls  hold  class  meetings  whenever  and 
wherever  possible. — Bernice  Schram 


The  same  thirst  for  knowledge  has  led  many  of  the  29J  boys  to  springs  of  higher 
learning.  Brown  and  Hundley  are  at  Stanford,  while  the  University  of  California  has 
claimed  Bollenbach  and  Benioff.  Sullivan  and  DeGuire  are  working  for  the  present, 
but  plan  to  enter  college  soon.  San  Mateo  Junior  College  appealed  to  Elvin,  O'Keefe, 
and  Riddell.  Holt,  Howatt.  Bacci,  and  McLaughlin  have  been  back  at  Lick  this 
semester:  while  Eastman  attends  a  school  of  accountancy  part  time  and  works  the 
rest.  Eichorn  is  studying  music  and  hopes  to  go  abroad  to  continue.  Of  those  who 
have  already  found  places  for  themselves  in  the  business  world,  not  all  have  been 
heard  from.  Egan  is  continuing  in  cabinet  work  and  Attinger  in  electric  ;  Irvine  has  a 
place  in  the  Shell  Research  Chemistry  Laboratory;  Meisel  is  with  the  Dodge  Sweeney 
Food  Products  Co.,  a  wholesale  grocery  concern.  The  grocery  business  attracted 
Abrahams  also;  he  is  working  for  the  United  Groceries  Co.  Dunstan  is  working  in  the 
City  of  Paris;  Christiansen  for  the  Tay-Holbrook  Co.,  and  Hunter  for  the  Telephone 
Co.  Definite  information  as  to  the  whereabouts  of  the  rest  of  the  class  was  not  available, 
although  they  are  known  to  be  working. 

It  gives  the  editors  pleasure  to  make  mention  here  of  the  fifty  dollar  scholarship 
prizes  won  last  spring  at  the  University  of  California  by  Austin  and  Wetzel,  both  of 
27X.  Another  source  of  pride  to  the  school  is  the  winning  of  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  honor 
at  Stanford  by  Loofboorow  of  the  25J  class. 
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3CX  XI\ATET 

I  RIDAY,  October  the  twenty-fifth,  was  the  day  set  aside  for  the  various  class  activities. 
Some  of  the  classes  went  on  hikes;  others  preferred  something  different.  One  class 
went  to  Mr.  Merrill's  home  in  Redwood  City.  The  30X  class,  however,  was  the  only 
class  to  have  a  skating  party.  The  party  was  held  at  the  Golden  Gate  Skating  Rink  at 
1  :00  o'clock.  The  rink  was  entirely  given  over  to  the  class,  no  outsiders  being  present. 
At  about  the  middle  of  the  afternoon,  races  were  held  for  the  hoys.  The  skating  ended 
at  4:30  fortunately  or  unfortunately,  we  don't  know  which.  If  the  skating  had  been 
prolonged  much  longer,  we  are  afraid  some  of  us  might  have  had  difficulties  in  getting 
home.  With  the  exception  of  a  few  minor  injuries  such  as  bruises,  everybody  declared 
the  party  a  great  success — L.  Peters. 

fCC/HMEN  ACE  ENTERTAINED 

I  HE  juniors  invited  the  low  freshmen  to  attend  a  hike  to  Lake  Lagunitas.  We  all  ar- 
rived at  the  ferry  building  in  time  to  take  the  eight  forty-five  boat  to  Sausalito  where  we 
boarded  the  train  for  Fairfax.  It  was  sometime  before  we  found  the  right  road  for  the 
well  known  lake.  A  welcomed  lunch  was  served  in  a  cool  shady  spot,  and  the  rest  of 
the  afternoon  was  spent  in  playing  games.  The  hike  back  was  shorter  because  we 
returned  by  way  of  Ross.  This  was  one  of  the  Freshmen's  "Red  Letter"  days. — 
M.  A.  Schneider. 

EIG  LAGOON 

I  HE  31X  hike  started  from  Almonte  about  9:00  o'clock.  The  hike,  rather  hard  on  all 
concerned,  finally  came  to  an  end  and  we  readied  our  destination  at  last.  We  had  lunch 
as  soon  as  we  reached  the  lake  and  then  went  over  to  the  dance  hall.  Our  tired  feet  were 
just  beginning  to  limber  up  when  it  was  time  to  go  home.  We  returned  home  through 
Muir  Woods  and  then  the  "Pipe  Line"  trail  to  Mill  Valley.  It  was  a  happy  but  tired 
crowd  of  hikers  that  dragged  their  weary  way  to  the  street  cars  when  the  city  was 
finally  reached. — T.  Fontana. 


32J  OOET  TO  MOID  WOOET 

%J N  Friday  morning  the  32J  class  met  under  the  clock  in  the  Ferry  Building.  After 
crossing  the  bay  we  started  to  hike  from  Mill  Valley.  We  arrived  in  Muir  Woods  after 
taking  an  "easier"  path  than  the  one  that  leads  up  the  stairs.  After  finishing  our 
lunch  we  played  games  for  an  hour  or  so,  and  then  we  went  to  watch  the  gravity  trains. 
At  about  3:00  o'clock  we  began  our  hike  back  to  Mill  Valley.  It  was  a  very  happy  and 
jolly  group  that  separated  in  San  Francisco  that  evening  for  their  homes. — B.  Venturi. 
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LOW  SENICR  PACTy 

I  T  has  been  a  custom  for  the  Low  Senior  class  to  be  the  guests  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Merrill 
at  their  home  in  Redwood  City.  The  30J,  being  low  seniors  this  term,  carried  out  the 
traditional  custom  and  enjoyed  a  most  pleasant  day. 

The  students  met  at  Lux  and  then  journeyed  down  the  Mills  Field  Road  to  Mr. 
Merrill's.  The  first  thing  on  the  program  was  the  pairing  off  of  lunch  partners.  We 
had  our  lunch  in  the  garden  under  the  trees.  The  afternoon  was  spent  in  playing  croquet, 
horseshoes,  racing,  and  dancing.  It  was  a  beautiful  day  and  everyone  enjoyed  the  picnic. 

The  members  of  the  30J  class  extend  their  thanks  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Merrill  for  a 
most  enjoyable  day. — R.  O'Donnell. 


32X  PICNIC 

I  he  biggest  day  in  the  fall  term  for  the  32X  class  was  Friday,  October  25th.  They 
met  at  the  Ferry  Building  at  8:15  and  soon  reached  Sausalito  and  boarded  the  train  for 
Mill  Valley.  From  there  they  hiked  to  Muir  Woods,  where  after  finding  a  clear  and 
shady  spot  lunch  was  served.  Games  were  played  by  all  including  our  sponsors.  At 
3 :00  o'clock  the  class  started  for  home  by  way  of  the  "Pipe  Line"  trail. — L.  Cunningham. 


WELCCHE   PCCSH! 

I  HE  standards  and  ideas  of  the  Lux  Clubs  were  presented  to  the  Freshmen  at  their 
welcome  rally  on  Friday,  August  16th.  Many  yells  were  given  and  "Freshmen!  Rah! 
Rah!  Rah!  Freshmen!"  burst  from  all  corners  of  the  Little  Theatre.  The  entertainment 
given  by  the  girls  was  enjoyed  by  the  elevated  seniors  and  lowly  scrubs  alike.  The  new- 
comers were  received  with  a  very  hearty  welcome. 
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XTCAW  XHWEELE 

^  HY.  demure,  little  country  lasses,  awkward  farmer  boys,  and  an  abundance  of  hay, 
all  combined  to  make  the  barn  dance  held  on  the  evening  of  September  L3th  a  real 
triumph.  Merrill  Hall  took  on  the  appearance  of  a  country  barn  for  that  very  import- 
ant occasion,  with  bales  of  hay  for  seats,  old  lanterns,  and  wheels  from  wagons,  and  a 
general  "cobwebby"  atmosphere.  The  snappy  Lick  Jazz  Orchestra,  suitably  attired, 
supplied  the  music  and  showed  us  how  well  they  could  play  the  old  familiar  tunes  for 
the  Virginia  Reel,  which  brought  forth  much  hilarity.  There  was  an  elimination  dance 
which  was  won  by  Rose  O'Donnell  and  Keldsen.  Pink  punch  was  available  throughout 
the  evening. 


"THE   LAST   REHEARSAL'* 

I  HE  dramatic  season  opened  early  in  September  at  Lick  with  a  hilarious  one-act 
comedy,  "The  Last  Rehearsal,"  given  by  the  Forum.  The  play  brought  to  our  realiza- 
tion the  griefs  of  a  stage  manager,  played  by  Schagen.  Eastman  and  Hughes  played  the 
parts  of  the  unfortunate  actors  rehearsing,  while  Biale  as  the  garbage  man,  and  Kelly, 
as  a  workman,  added  to  the  humor  of  the  skit. 

(Editor's  Note:  We  wish  somebody  would  write  a  play  about  the  perplexities  of  a 
journalist.) 

LUX  fCCLAi  PRESENTS  TWC   PLAYX 

\J  n  October  2d,  the  Lux  Forum  presented,  for  the  benefit  of  the  "Life,"  two  one-act 
plays.  Gertrude  Pearson,  as  the  seller  of  hearts,  and  Miriam  deGear,  as  the  seeker, 
were  unusually  clever  actors  in  "The  Sign  of  the  Cleft  Heart."  The  second  play,  "It 
Sometimes  Happens,"  saw  Mildred  Banks  in  "her"  tuxedo,  playing  the  part  of  an 
absent-minded  husband  who  is  severely  reprimanded  by  an  angry  wife,  Anita  Peterson. 
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COLUMBIA  /LPCEHE 

I  HE  Contest  of  the  Nations,"  a  dance  drama,  was  most  successfully  produced  by  the 
Physical  Education  Department  at  Lux  on  October  30th.  Through  the  efforts  of  the 
decorating  committee,  composed  of  Gertrude  Horgan,  Dorothy  Dooley,  Feme  Ellis, 
Alice  Allegaert,  Roberta  Scott,  Dorothy  Eldrup,  Viola  Galli,  and  Edythe  Corbella,  the 
Lux  Roof  was  transformed  into  a  very  realistic  garden  scene.  Here  we  were  privileged 
to  look  upon  representatives  of  the  various  nations  participating  in  a  dancing  contest 
in  order  to  settle  a  dispute  of  long  standing — namely,  which  country  excels  in  the  grace- 
ful and  ancient  art  of  dancing.  The  colorful  costumes  against  the  background  of  green, 
with  flags  of  many  nations  waving  against  a  clear  blue  sky,  made  a  picture  that  all 
fortunate  enough  to  be  present  will  long  remember.  The  central  part,  representing  the 
Spirit  of  Fair  Play,  was  well  taken  by  Gertrude  Pearson,  who  was  assisted  by  Lady 
Utopia,  played  by  Grace  Gray.  Bits  of  conversation  between  these  and  the  judges, 
whenever  any  dispute  among  the  dancers  arose,  furnished  amusement  for  the  succession 
of  dances.  There  was  a  Scottish  fling,  folk  dances  of  Scandinavian  countries,  Austrian 
waltz,  the  tango  from  South  America,  a  Chinese  dance,  Irish  jig,  and  many  others;  but 
the  decision  finally  went  to  Miss  Columbia,  who  presented  an  American  country  dance, 
a  most  amusing  negro  couple,  and  last  a  well-executed  military  two-step. 

Great  credit  is  due  to  Miss  Mitchel  for  her  enthusiastic  work  with  the  girls.  Thanks 
are  also  given  to  Theodosia  Fontana  for  her  playing,  and  to  Figoni  and  H.  Smith  of  the 
boys'  school  who  assisted  with  violin  and  cornet.  After  the  dance,  an  informal  tea  was 
given  in  the  Lux  Living  Room  for  the  guests. 
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THE  TENICET   ENTERTAIN 

M-^assports"  in  hand  the  29X  class  trooped  gayly  up  the  Lux  stairs  on  October  1th  to 
welcome  home  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Merrill  from  their  vacation.  After  a  lively  dinner,  the 
evening  was  spent  in  entertainment  and  dancing.  Mr.  Merrill,  in  his  dinner  speech, 
invited  the  class  to  his  home  next  April  and  urged  the  class  to  keep  together  after 
graduation. 
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LADY   rPANCE/ 

I  he  Lux  Glee  Club  realized  a  long  cherished  ambition  when,  on  October  15th,  it 
presented  at  the  Lux  Block  Rally  the  operetta  "Lady  Frances."  Too  much  credit  cannot 
be  given  to  the  director,  Miss  Sinclair,  whose  work  enabled  the  girls  to  attain  a  very  high 
standard  of  performance.  The  play  centered  about  a  college  town  with  its  very 
affected  "co-eds,"  their  fortunes  and  misfortunes  with  their  hired  help.  The  leading 
part,  Lady  Frances,  was  well  taken  by  Analouise  Turner,  whose  singing  is  so  well 
known  and  liked  by  all  the  students.  Gertrude  Kaiser,  another  of  our  accomplished 
singers,  played  the  part  of  Bridget  O'Harrigan,  and  her  portrayal  of  the  temperament 
of  an  Irish  maid  was  most  convincing.    The  members  of  the  Glee  Club  furnished  the 


cliorus. 


THANKSGIVING   PLAYX 


I  HE  two  plays  given  by  the  Lick  and  Lux  Forum  Clubs  each  fall  are  long  anticipated 
by  the  students.  This  year  they  were  unusually  good.  The  boys  presented  "Jimmy's 
Little  Sister,"  a  one-act  comedy  concerning  a  group  of  fun-loving  college  boys,  some 
of  whom  tried  to  be  girls  with  rather  dire  results.  The  parts  of  "Jimmy"  and  "Beans," 
the  two  freshmen,  were  played  by  Hazlewood  and  Schagen;  "the  Professor"  and  the 
"Society  man,"  both  sophomores,  were  taken  by  Moore  and  Kloehn ;  while  the  "Sylph," 
the  "Judge,"  the  "Major,"  and  "One  Shoe"  were  played  by  Junker,  Gloss,  and  Brady, 
respectively.  The  cast  gratefully  acknowledges  the  help  of  Miss  Durbrow. 

The  play  given  by  the  Lux  Forum  and  coached  by  Miss  Hughes  was  entitled  "At 
the  Stoke  of  Twelve,"  and  parts  were  taken  by  Theresa  Arlie,  Mary  Pue,  Margaret 
Wilson,  Doris  Smith,  and  Dorothy  Sikoski. 

XCNIGC   DANCE 

I  HE  social  season  for  29X  closed  on  December  21st  with  a  memorable  Senior  Dance 
at  the  Century  Club  Hall.  Of  course  each  senior  class  feels  that  its  final  affair  is  the 
best  ever  given,  but  29X  cannot  say  enough  in  praise  of  the  Dance  Committee,  headed 
by  Mildred  Banks  and  Grimm,  for  their  hard  work  in  planning  and  carrying  through  so 
successful  an  event.  Continued  on  page  44 
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Audrey  (at  the  Forum  plays):  All 
ready,  run  up  the  curtain ! 

Kloehn:  Hey,  what  do  you  think  I  am, 
a  squirrel? 


Some  of  the  high  senior  girls  would 
suggest  changing  the  first  line  of  II  Pen- 
seroso  from  "Hence,  vain  deluding  joys," 
to  "Hence,  vain,  conceited  boys." 


Matthai :  Anne,  does  the  moon  affect 
the  tide? 

Anne:  No,  Howard,  just  the  untied. 


*  *  * 


There  are  meters  of  poetry 
And  meters  of  tone; 

But  the  best  of  all  meters 
Is  to  meter  alone. 


*      •*      * 


Mr.  Tibbetts:  What  is  density? 

Eva:  I  can't  define  it,  sir,  but  I  can  give 
you  an  example. 

Mr.  Tibbetts:  The  example  is  good. 
Sit  down. 


Purcell:  I  am  not  fond  of  the  stage, 
dear;  but  I  hear  your  father  coming,  and 
I  think  I  had  better  go  before  the  foot- 
lights. 

*      *      # 

The  Lick  Glee  Club  was  practising 
at  the  home  of  one  of  the  members  when 
a  policeman  entered  the  house. 

Policeman:  Say,  have  you  fellows  a 
license  to  sing  here? 

Ned  Taylor  (president):  No,  we 
haven't. 

Policeman:  Then  will  you  have  the 
kindness  to  accompany  me? 

Ned:  Sure,  what  do  you  want  to  sing? 


Freshman :  Are  you  fond  of  geometry? 
Dina:     Yeah,     I'm    stuck    on    every 
problem. 


*      *      * 


29X:  That  girl  reverses  the  Darwinian 
theory. 

33J:  How's  that? 

29X:  She  makes  monkeys  out  o'  men. 


History   teacher:    Now,   Anita,   where 
was  the  Magna  Carta  signed? 
Anita:  I  think  at  the  bottom. 

*        *        •;:■ 

Dot  Perkins:  There's  something  dove- 
like about  you? 
Hammond:  What? 
D.  P.:  You're  pigeon-toed. 
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"We  owe  a  great  deal  to  chemistry." 
"Yes,  indeed.  For  instance,  to  chemis- 
try we  owe  most  of  our  blondes." 


Miss  Durbrow:  What  boy  or  girl  can 
mention  a  memorable  date  in  history? 
von  Hermann:  Antony  with  Cleopatra. 


Bolton  to  Mrs.  Patterson:  May  I  have 
the  rest  of  the  afternoon  off?  My  grand — 

Mrs.  Patterson:  Yes,  I've  heard  that 
before.  Your  grandmother  died  last 
week. 

Bolton:  Yes,  but  my  grandfather  is 
getting  married  again  this  afternoon. 


"Now,  Analouise,  didn't  your  con- 
science tell  you  that  you  had  done 
wrong?" 

"No'm,  I  knew  it  already." 


Doctor  (to  Curran)  :  Well,  my  boy, 
and  how  did  you  find  yourself  this  morn- 
ing? 

Curran  (still  sleepv)  :  Oh,  I  just  open- 
ed my  eyes  and  there  I  was. 


Katherine  (in  History)  :  Just  think  of 
it!  Those  Spaniards  going  3,000  miles 
on  a  galleon. 

Anne  (who  hadn't  read  her  lesson)  : 
Go  on,  you  can't  believe  all  you  hear 
about  those  foreign  cars. 

•;:■        *        -» 

Ned  (to  the  conductor):  Is  this  the 
Marin  Express? 

Conductor:  Sure  it  is! 

Ned:  Isn't  it  a  fast  train? 

Conductor:  It  sure  is. 

Ned:  I  thought  so.  May  I  get  out  and 
see  what  it  is  fast  to? 

•;:-        *        -x- 

Senior:  How  dare  you  tip  your  hat  to 
me,  boy? 

Freshman:  It's  not  my  hat;  it's  my 
brother's,  and  he  knows  you. 


Fralin  (coming  into  the  office  in  his 
shop  overalls)  :  Mrs.  Patterson,  do  you 
mind  if  I  ask  you  to  come  to  the  senior 
dinner  in  these  clothes? 


Senior   (haughtily):  Do  you  support 
the  "Life"? 

Scrub:  Mercy,  no,  it  has  a  staff! 
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JCHCCL  LITE 

(Continued  from  page  41) 

rACULTy  NCTET 

/▼%R.  Merrill  took  a  well-earned  vacation  during  this  semester.  He  was  away  for  a 
month  the  latter  half  of  August  and  the  first  of  September,  during  which  time  he  and 
Mrs.  Merrill  visited  Yellowstone  and  Glacier  National  Parks,  Mt.  Hood  and  Mt. 
Rainer.   We  tried  to  be  good  while  he  was  away. 

Mr.  French  thought  he  would  like  a  "vacation"  too,  so  he  had  his  appendix  re- 
moved. We  don't  know  whether  he  enjoyed  it  or  not  (he  didn't  stay  away  very  long)  ; 
but  we  were  all  glad  to  see  him  back  at  school. 

Several  changes  were  made  in  the  Lux  Faculty  this  year,  with  Miss  Sylva  and  Miss 
Trevithick  in  the  Science  Department  and  Miss  Jessie  Hughes  in  the  Cooking.  Miss 
Gardner,  the  new  co-ordinator,  is  carrying  on  the  work  in  place  of  Miss  Meng,  who  re- 
turned to  her  former  place  in  the  boys'  school. 

On  several  occasions  during  this  semester  Mr.  Tibbetts  was  good  enough  to  show 
us  moving  pictures  which  he  took  on  trips  through  the  National  Parks.  We  all  en- 
joyed these  and  hope  he  will  show  us  more. 

I  I  II  I  IS<     ALTERATION/ 

/According  to  rules  of  mathematics,  two  should  be  able  to  do  a  job  more  quickly 
than  one:  but,  after  watching  the  shop  boys,  we  sometimes  think  the  reverse  is  true. 
However,  the  boys  are  rapidly  making  changes  in  the  Wilmerding  building  and  gain- 
ing valuable  practical  experience  for  themselves.  The  plan  is  to  move  all  the  academic 
classes  into  the  Wilmerding  building,  leaving  the  regular  shops,  the  chemistry  and 
the  drawing  departments  at  Lick. 

PRIZE  WINNECX 

Several  members  of  the  L.  W.  L.  student  body  have  distinguished  themselves  recently 
in  out-of-school  contests.  Margaret  Wilson,  president  of  the  30J  class,  captured  one 
of  the  prizes  in  the  Constitution  Essay  Contest  conducted  by  the  San  Francisco  Chron- 
icle. We  quote  the  first  paragraph  of  her  winning  essay: 

"The  spirit  of  the  Constitution  is  adaptable  permanency.  The  equal  applicability 
of  its  governmental  principles  to  the  loth  and  to  the  20th  century  proves  that  it  is 
adaptable.  A  document  which  has  served  as  the  supreme  law  of  the  land  for  one  hun- 
dred and  forty  years  is  permanent." 

Frances  Broissoit,  art  student  at  Lux  and  another  30J,  helped  to  usher  in  the 
autumn  season  by  her  clever  poster  on  the  Fall  Playground  Festival,  which  was 
awarded  first  prize  in  a  city-wide  contest  held  in  October. 

Hamerslag  was  one  of  the  ten  lucky  boys  chosen  to  represent  San  Francisco  at  the 
meeting  in  England  last  summer  of  fifty  thousand  Boy  Scouts  from  fifty-two  nations. 
The  winners  were  chosen  on  the  basis  of  Scout  training,  school  recommendations,  and 
character.  Two  compositions  of  three  hundred  words  each  were  required.  The  boys 
visited  England,  France,  Belgium,  Ireland,  Scotland  and  Canada. 
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►  JTCCIE/< 


THE  MCCCI/H   EEINCEJX 

Bruno  Venturi,  32J 

JUAN  ORTEGA  had  spent  all  afternoon  wandering  idly  through  the  halls  of 
the  Alhambra.  The  dim  corridors,  steeped  with  romance,  brought  back  to  him 
all  the  tales  he  had  heard  of  Moorish  kings  and  enchanted  princesses  living  in 
the  old  tower.  It  was  getting  late  when  he  crossed  the  street  and  climbed  up  to  the 
belfry  of  the  old  church  to  ring  the  vesper  bells.  When  all  the  people  of  the  village 
were  collected  in  the  little  church,  he  sat  upon  one  of  the  beams  that  supported  the  bell 
and  rested  his  back  against  the  window  ledge.  He  had  not  been  there  long  when  he 
heard  a  song.  The  sweet  soprano  voice  of  the  singer  startled  him  and  he  looked  toward 
the  Alhambra  from  which  the  sweet  voice  came.  A  girl  of  great  beauty  stood  on  the 
terrace  of  one  of  the  towers.  She  smiled  at  him  and,  drawn  by  an  irrestible  force,  he 
went  toward  the  tower. 

Carefully  he  picked  his  way  up  the  dry  vines  that  still  clung  with  seeming  tender- 
ness around  the  old  tower.  He  held  his  breath,  wondering  if  his  eyes  had  not  deceived 
him  and  trembling  for  fear  of  disappointment.  However,  she  was  still  there.  The  song 
had  ended  and  she  stood  before  him  with  a  smile  on  her  lips  and  a  soft,  gleaming  light 
in  her  jet  black  eyes.  She  was  even  more  beautiful  than  when  he  had  seen  her  from 
across  the  street.  Her  black  hair  was  braided  with  pearls,  rings  gleamed  on  her  fingers, 
and  from  her  ears  hung  crescent-shaped  earrings  of  matchless  beauty.  Her  voice  was 
low  and  musical,  and  as  she  began  to  speak,  her  words  gushed  out  as  musically  as  the 
waters  of  a  brook  which  bubbles  in  the  sunshine.  Juan  was  so  enraptured  by  her  charm 
that  he  looked  at  her,  scarcely  daring  to  breathe  lest  she  should  disappear. 

"I  am  the  daughter  of  a  Moorish  king.  He  was  Bodbil,  the  last  king  of  Granada 
of  whom  I  am  sure  you  have  heard.  Unknown  to  anyone  he  eloped  with  a  Spanish  lady 
named  Dona  Jacinta  Herrera.  She  became  a  convert  to  his  religion,  but  afterwards 
bitterly  repented  of  having  married  a  Moor.  Shortly  after  his  departure  from  Spain, 
I  was  engaged  to  a  young  Spaniard  and  we  were  to  elope.  Anxiously  I  waited  for  him. 
The  night  was  cloudy  and  we  thought  our  escape  would  not  be  noticed  until  it  was  too 
late.  But  Allah  did  not  wish  us  to  be  happy.  I  peered  over  the  balcony,  but  all  was 
dark.  Then  I  heard  a  stifled  gasp.  The  moon  at  that  moment  came  out  from  behind  a 
heavy  cloud,  and  by  its  light  I  saw  several  servants  murdering  my  lover.  Then  I  knew 
why  my  father  had  acted  so  strangely  of  late,  and  why  he  had  placed  guards  at  the 
entrance  of  my  tower.  After  that  I  refused  to  see  my  father  and  barricaded  myself  in 
my  room. 
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"One  day  my  mother  came  to  me  and  told  me  never  to  open  the  door  again  except 
to  a  Christian  and  then  not  unless  I  thought  the  person  was  some  one  worthy  of  me. 
That  night  the  Spaniards  invaded  Granada.  All  my  kinsmen  were  driven  out  and  I 
have  lived  here  unknown  to  all,  until  you  saw  me.  Will  you  save  me?  If  so,  you  must 
take  me  out  of  here,  and  we  must  get  to  Seville  before  midnight.  We  have  only  to  go 
to  the  river  banks  where  a  horse  is  waiting.  He  flies  as  swiftly  as  the  wind,  but  we  must 
make  haste  or  it  will  soon  be  too  late. 

"After  you  have  taken  me  out  of  here  and  down  to  the  river  banks,  you  must  shut 
your  eyes.  No  matter  what  happens,  you  must  not  open  your  eyes  until  we  get  to  Seville. 
If  you  do,  the  moon  will  reach  the  zenith  and  we  shall  be  lost." 

Still  under  the  spell  of  the  strange  tale,  Juan  took  the  girl  in  his  arms  and  de- 
scended by  the  vine  ladder,  wondering  how  he  could  go  down  so  easily  when  it  had 
taken  him  so  long  to  get  up.  They  got  to  the  river  and  mounted  the  impatient  steed. 
Juan  shut  his  eyes  and  the  animal  dashed  away  through  the  night.  The  swiftness  of  the 
horse  caused  the  air  to  whistle  sharply  in  Juan's  ears,  but  still  he  held  on,  waiting  for 
the  horse  to  stop  in  Seville.  Suddenly  he  felt  a  sharp  prick  on  the  back  of  his  head.  He 
thought  it  was  a  Spanish  scimitar,  and  involuntarily  his  eyes  flew  open.  With  a  sudden 
bound  the  moon  crossed  the  zenith,  the  princess  disappeared,  and  the  horse  flew  faster 
than  ever. 

Juan  awoke  and  found  himself  astride  the  beam  that  supported  the  bell;  on  feeling 
his  head  he  found  that  the  prick  had  been  caused  by  a  nail  against  which  his  head  had 
fallen  in  his  sleep. 


I    IS  I    $ 

Tall  pines  calling 

To  the  sky, 
Poor  pines  falling 

Left  to  die, 
Kind  pines  helping 

Birds  to  sing, 
Dark  pines  standing, 

Ghostly  things, 
Lithe  pines  swaying 

To  and  fro, 
Holy  pines  praying 

Very  low. 


-Marie  Van  Loo,  33J 
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THE  MUSIC  OP  THE  R/MN 

Anne  Taylor,  29X 

EARLY  autumn  had  come,  and  had  brought  with  it  a  wealth  of  golden  days — 
days  in  which  colorful  leaves  slipped  noiselessly  to  the  ground.  An  auditorium 
in  the  heart  of  the  busy  city  was  receiving  its  crowds  of  concert-goers — the  first 
of  the  season.  The  magnificent,  daring  colors  of  the  Spanish  shawl  of  the  woman  stood 
sharply  in  relief  against  the  somber  black  and  white  formal  dress  of  the  man.  Here 
and  there,  an  ermine  wrap  announced  that  its  owner  would  enter  a  box;  and  that,  in  all 
probability,  a  rotund,  bald  bank  president  would  be  in  the  party.  Timid  little  sten- 
ographers in  shabby  dark  suits  bought  tickets  for  the  gallery,  and  an  old  foreigner  had 
great  trouble  at  the  box  office  making  inquiries  as  to  the  prices  of  the  seats. 

Inside,  ushers  walked  silently  back  and  forth,  and  programs  rustled.  The  musicians 
began  to  take  their  seats  on  the  concert  stage,  and  their  conductor  appeared  amid  much 
applause.  As  he  raised  his  baton,  a  stillness  fell  over  the  audience.  The  music  began, 
at  first  soft,  then  stronger  and  louder,  more  beautiful  than  ever.  It  was  like  a  soft  rain, 
pattering  joyously  at  first,  but  finally  growing  loud  and  unhappy.  The  movement 
changed  again  to  utter  peace,  and  the  final  strains  left  the  audience  amazed  at  its 
beauty.  Stillness — the  greatest  tribute  which  an  artist  can  be  paid — reigned.  Suddenly, 
a  murmuring  clapping  rippled  over  the  house,  and  presently,  it  grew  to  thunderous 
applause.  Another  composer,  after  years  of  hunger  and  tears,  quietly  took  his  place  in 
history. 

Back-stage,  a  young  man  stood  in  threadbare  clothing.  His  heart  was  light  and  his 
eyes  were  glad,  but  after  the  first  thrill,  his  mind  had  gone  to  pay  tribute  to  Nature, 
from  whom  his  masterpiece  had  come.  He  had  been  tired  that  night,  he  remembered. 
For  weeks,  he  had  worked  and  melodies  would  not  come.  He  had  been  lonely  and 
Nature  had  been  his  only  consolation.  Since  he  had  been  a  little  fellow,  he  had  turned 
to  her  and  had  trusted  her  always.  His  faith,  even  when  she  brought  snow  and  hunger 
and  coldness  to  him,  did  not  waver.  She  had  been  kind  to  him  at  last,  and  through  her 
very  loveliness,  he  had  seen  into  the  hearts  of  the  public.  He  remembered  how  little 
golden  lights,  like  so  many  golden  coins,  had  peeked  between  the  slender  silver 
fingers  of  the  rain.  The  tapping  had  been  gentle  at  first,  but  later  it  had  become 
loud  and  insistent,  and  the  tear-drenched  patient  faces  of  the  black  streets  had  looked 
to  heaven  for  warmth  and  light.  The  moon,  he  recalled,  had  finally  come  out,  and  the 
little  faces  of  the  black  streets  had  begun  to  laugh  in  sheer  joy.  He  had  returned  to  his 
attic  and  his  beloved  battered  piano.  Presently,  as  though  an  inner  force  were  prompt- 
ing them,  the  notes — charming  little  things — dropped  from  his  finger  tips.  .  .  . 

A  friendly  tap  on  his  shoulder  brought  him  to  himself.  He  turned  from  the  past 
to  the  future — from  darkness  and  hunger  to  warmth — and  although  his  body  was 
unbent,  his  soul  went  down  on  its  knees  to  thank  his  Maker  for  his  gift. 
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A  JTEANGEE  INTERVENE/ 

Katherine  Schoembs,  29X 

THAT  Paul  La  Crue  was  a  dreamer  no  one  ever  doubted.  The  story  of  his  life 
was  similar  to  that  of  many  men,  who  because  of  fanciful  minds  have  accom- 
plished little  other  than  making  the  troubles  of  mankind  theirs.  Many  of  his 
ideas  or  fancies,  if  put  to  work  by  a  more  forceful  man,  would  have  materialized  into 
something  really  worth  while;  but  he  always  was  filled  with  doubts  after  the  first  thrills 
of  his  idea  had  died  down. 

Paul  La  Crue  had  been  interested  all  his  life  in  mechanical  toys,  especially  dolls, 
and  he  was  nearly  forty  when  he  decided  to  start  a  doll  shop.  His  idea  was  to  intro- 
duce something  really  new  in  dolls,  and  he  worked  especially  hard  to  develop  a  new 
type  of  face.  Hampden,  the  factory  town  in  which  he  lived,  was  not,  if  he  had  considered 
the  subject,  just  the  right  place  for  a  venture  of  this  sort;  but  he  had  been  too  enthusiastic 
over  the  idea  to  think  long  on  this  point. 

In  the  weeks  that  followed  the  opening  of  the  shop,  Paul  had  few  customers.  Now 
and  then  a  timid  child  would  enter  to  gaze  wistfully  at  the  dolls,  and  hold  them  a  few 
precious  minutes,  and  more  than  one  left  the  proud  possessor  of  a  coveted  treasure. 
Paul  La  Crue  could  not  bear  the  longing  look  in  the  pinched  little  faces. 

Weeks  passed  and  Paul  realized  that  he  would  have  to  sell  his  shop  to  keep  from 
starvation.  Early  one  morning  he  set  out,  like  Dick  Whittington,  to  walk  to  London. 
Lover  of  the  beauties  of  nature,  he  found  the  trip  no  hardship;  but  towards  afternoon 
he  grew  tired  and  sat  down  to  rest  by  the  roadside.  A  carriage  appeared  on  the  almost 
deserted  road  and  its  occupant,  an  elderly  gentleman  of  aristocratic  appearance,  stopped 
and  offered  to  take  Paul  on  his  journey. 

The  stranger  seemed  at  first  quite  preoccupied,  but  then,  as  if  to  forget  some 
trouble,  he  began  to  talk.  His  conversation  revealed  that  he  was  on  his  way  to  the 
sick-bed  of  a  small  granddaughter,  the  child  of  his  youngest  son,  from  whom  he  had 
been  estranged  for  several  years.  Foolish  pride  had  been  keeping  father  and  son 
apart,  but  this  was  now  forgotten  in  the  grave  trouble  that  darkened  the  family  in  the 
child's  serious  illness. 

Paul's  sympathetic  nature  went  out  to  the  old  man,  whose  face  revealed  so  much 
silent  suffering.  Little  by  little  he  told  his  own  story  of  his  unsuccessful  but  eventful 
life,  his  hopes  and  his  cherished  dreams.  As  they  neared  the  outskirts  of  London,  their 
ways  separated;  but  before  parting,  Paul  asked  the  stranger  to  take  a  little  gift  to  the 
sick  child.  From  his  pack  he  brought  out  a  small  hand-made  doll,  one  of  the  last  he 
had  made.  The  man  was  deeply  touched  by  the  thought,  for  he  had  already  taken  a 
great  liking  to  his  chance  acquaintance.    He  asked  if  they  might  not  meet  later  in  the 

city. 

*      «      *      *      *      # 

A  thriving  little  shop  can  now  be  seen  on  one  of  London's  busy  streets.  Happy 
children,  accompanied  by  their  mothers  or  their  nurse-maids,  throng  near  the  windows 
and  many  enter,  only  to  emerge  with  radiant  faces  and  tightly  clasped  packages;  for 
Paul  La  Crue,  aided  by  his  friend  Maxwell  Burns,  has  seen  his  dream  come  true. 
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THE  WHITE  CAPET  CE  D4NGEK 

(Ras-el-Abiad-had) 

Vivian  Prink,  31J 

CUT  from  the  East  across  the  burning  sands  of  the  Arabian  Desert  rode  a  group 
of  white-robed  Arabs.  Our  Arab  guide  told  us  that  the  leader  of  this  tribe  was 
an  Englishman,  and  that  once  everyone  and  everything  had  to  yield  before 
him  and  his  tribe.  For  this  reason  the  Arabs  called  them  "Ras-el-Abiad-had"-  "The 
White  Capes  of  Danger."  It  was  explained  to  us  that  the  Arabs  said  the  leader  came 
from  "El  Berbhum,"  "The  Land  of  Heroes,"  or  better  known  as  "The  Land  of  Allah  ! 

We  had  heard  just  enough  to  make  us  beg  our  guide  to  tell  us  more  about  this 
interesting  man  and  his  followers,  as  we  had  a  few  minutes  spare  time  before  continuing 
our  journey. 

And  this  is  the  story  he  told  us  as  we  sat  Arab  fashion  under  the  shade  of  an 
oasis  palm. 

It  seemed  that  five  years  before  a  small  troop  of  English  soldiers  were  visiting 
Cairo,  in  search  of  a  very  valuable  stone  which  was  worth  a  large  fortune.  After  meet- 
ing with  disaster  and  loss  of  lives  in  an  effort  to  find  the  stone,  they  decided  to  disguise 
one  of  their  men  as  an  Arab  and  have  him  mingle  among  the  Arabs  and  try  to  locate 
the  stone.  For  this  dangerous  errand  they  sent  the  young  son  of  a  high  ranking  officer, 
who  was  always  wanting  adventure,  regardless  of  the  chance  or  risk  it  involved. 

The  young  boy,  Gordon  Mawby,  when  disguised,  looked  so  much  like  an  Arabian 
that  even  his  fellow  comrades  had  to  look  twice  to  recognize  him.  Gordon  was  very 
much  pleased  with  this  errand,  for  it  gave  him  the  opportunity  that  he  had  been  waiting 
for,  that  of  mingling  with  the  Arabs  in  the  streets.  He  was  told  that  this  freedom  had 
been  forbidden  him  because  it  was  dangerous  for  English  soldiers  to  wander  around 
the  streets  of  Cairo,  when  every  Arab  knew  the  mission  of  the  soldiers. 

It  was  three  weeks  later  that  Gordon,  after  roaming  around  from  place  to  place, 
met  one  of  the  soldiers  from  his  regiment.  He  reported  to  him  that  he  had  found 
absolutely  no  trace  of  the  stone,  and  was  beginning  to  think  that  the  white  man  would 
never  find  it.  The  soldier  walked  away  with  a  downcast  heart,  but  Gordon  was  in  a 
different  frame  of  mind  and  went  down  the  street  whistling  very  low  a  wierd  Arabian 
tune. 

It  was  two  months  later  that  the  colonel  of  Gordon's  regiment  realized  that  Gordon 
had  disappeared,  either  on  his  own  accord  or  by  force.    Although  the  troop,  after  a 
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fruitless  search  for  Gordon,  returned  to  England,  Major  Mawby  remained  for  a  long 
time  searching  for  his  son,  but  without  success. 

Two  years  later  the  Arabs  began  to  realize  that  they  had  a  new  and  powerful 
leader,  who  lived  in  a  fort  in  the  heart  of  the  desert.  They  called  the  fort  "Futtehgurh" 
or  ''The  Fort  of  Victory."  It  was  not  built  like  the  dwelling  of  their  past  leaders. 
It  was  built  like  an  English  fort  although  the  Arabs  did  not  know  this.  This  man  called 
himself  the  White  Phantom,  and  well  did  the  name  suit  him,  for  he  always  appeared 
in  white  and  looked  more  like  a  shadow  than  like  a  real  person.  This  idea  of  white 
was  also  carried  out  by  his  followers.  Whenever  an  Arab  saw  a  patch  of  pure  stainless 
white  on  the  far  off  oasis,  he  carefully  changed  his  course.  The  Arabs  did  not  know 
that  this  great  man,  who  had  taken  possession  of  all  the  land  for  hundreds  of  miles,  was 
to  be  their  leader  for  such  a  short  period  of  time  as  one  year. 

One  day,  as  this  great  leader  was  astride  his  horse,  some  tourists  were  passing  in 
front  of  him  on  the  main  street  of  Cairo.  In  this  group  was  a  tall  girl  of  dark  com- 
plexion, about  twenty-five,  and  quite  evidently  English.  She  was  crossing  in  front  of  the 
tall  Arab,  when  his  horse  gave  a  sudden  jerking  motion.  It  all  happened  so  quickly 
that  even  the  group  of  people  who  were  with  the  English  girl  could  not  tell  how  the 
horse  had  knocked  the  girl  down,  nor  could  they  explain  how  the  Arab  had  gotten 
off  his  horse  so  fast,  but  he  was  off  and  kneeling  down  by  the  unconscious  figure. 

Two  days  later  the  Arab  was  seen  visiting  the  girl  on  the  veranda  of  the  hospital 
where  she  was  recovering  from  severe  shock  and  a  broken  arm.  After  this  he  was  seen 
visiting  her  every  day. 

No  one  thought  much  about  the  frequent  visits  of  their  leader  to  the  English  girl 
until,  one  day,  the  girl  showed  her  friends  a  beautiful  large  stone,  which  she  said  her 
Arab  friend  had  given  her.  An  Arab  servant,  passing  the  door  at  this  moment,  overheard 
the  conversation  and  recognized  the  stone  as  the  one  which  had  been  given  to  the  Arab 
when  he  had  become  their  leader.  The  servant  knew  that  it  was  forbidden  by  Allah, 
that  the  person  who  had  the  stone  should  not  give  it  away  until  there  was  found  a  man  of 
greater  power  than  himself. 

Word  soon  spread  over  the  desert  that  the  Arab  leader  had  given  away  his  stone 
to  an  English  girl!  When  the  English  girl  heard  that  her  Arab  friend  had  given  her  a 
stone  that  should  have  been  more  precious  to  him  than  his  life,  she  realized  that  their 
acquaintance  had  grown  into  something  far  deeper.  After  inquiring  among  the  Arabs 
she  discovered  that  it  had  leaked  out  that  the  Arab  was  Gordon  Mawby,  the  son  of  an 
English  officer.  She  also  learned  that  he  and  his  followers  had  been  exiled  into  the 
desert  that  morning.  On  finding  this  out,  she  immediately  hired  an  Arab  guide  and 
followed  her  lover  into  the  desert.  After  she  had  gone,  her  friends  found  the  stone  and 
it  was  returned  to  the  Shrine  of  Allah  where  it  remained  until  another  leader  was 
found. 
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C.  Prendergast,  32J 

IT  was  a  dark  stormy  night  on  the  Arizona  Mesas.  In  the  ranch  house  at  Circle  O, 
the  fire  in  the  air-tight  stove  warmed  the  room  to  a  comfortable  temperature.  The 
light  issuing  from  the  cracks  of  the  stove  sent  the  shadows  dancing  on  the  opposite 
wall.  In  the  center  of  the  room  stood  an  oilcloth-covered  table  with  an  oil  lamp  in  the 
center.  On  the  whole,  the  lamp  was  a  failure,  as  it  filled  the  room  with  a  not  too 
pleasant  odor,  and  its  feeble  rays  did  little  to  light  the  space. 

Sitting  around  the  table  were  four  men  smoking  pipes.  Their  faces  were  unshaven 
and  their  clothes  were  dusty  from  the  days  work. 

After  a  time  one  man  stood  up.  He  was  tall  and  muscular.  His  face  presented  a 
look  of  firm  kindness.  This  individual  was  Steve,  the  cook  and  one  of  the  most  popular 
men  on  the  place.    Steve  stepped  to  the  window  and  looked  out. 

Outside  the  rain  came  down  in  torrents.  At  intervals,  a  Hash  would  illuminate 
the  darkness.  At  these  times  the  light  green  underside  of  the  leaves  could  be  seen  as 
the  wind  tossed  them  about  like  glistening  diamonds  in  the  downpour. 

At  length,  Steve  turned  around. 

"It's  a  mean  and  nasty  night,"  he  remarked,  "  a  night  that  reminds  me  of  the  story 
of  Jim  Osborne." 

"Come  on,  Steve,  let's  hear  it,"  a  voice  broke  in. 

Steve  sat  down  and  puffed  slowly  at  his  pipe.   After  emptying  the  ashes,  he  spoke. 

"Well,  it  was  just  about  like  this.  You  see,  Jim  used  to  own  Circle  0;  in  fact, 
he  was  the  one  who  started  the  place.  One  night,  just  about  like  this  or  maybe  worse, 
most  of  Jim's  cattle  got  stuck  out  on  the  mesas  in  the  storm.  So  Jim  took  his  bunch 
of  Mexicans  that  he  had  shipped  in  from  New  Mexico  and  off  he  started. 

"Jim  had  left  his  best  friend,  Zeb,  home  at  the  ranch  to  see  that  the  cows  at  the 
ranch  stayed  there.  About  midnight  Zeb  got  pretty  scared  because  the  lightning  was 
flashing  all  over.  But  then  Zeb  decided  that  he  couldn't  do  much  until  morning;  so  he 
turned  in. 

"Next  morning,  Zeb  was  getting  mighty  anxious  because  Jim  and  the  rest  hadn't 
showed  up.  But  all  of  a  sudden,  when  he  was  getting  breakfast  for  himself,  in  walks 
the  bunch  of  Mexicans.  Well,  the  first  one  wanted  to  know  where  Jim  was.  That  didn't 
seem  to  go  so  well  with  Zeb.  He  just  muttered  something,  stuck  on  his  hat,  and  jumped 
on  his  horse. 

'  'I'm  going  to  get  Jim,'  he  hollered  over  his  shoulder,  and  off  he  galloped. 

"Zeb  rode  some  distance  when  all  of  a  sudden  he  almost  swallowed  his  cigar. 

"  'Why,  there's  Jim  over  there,'  he  said,  half  aloud. 

''  'Oh  Jim!'    But  Jim  just  sat  there  and  didn't  move,  so  Zeb  yelled  again. 

"  'Oh  Jim!'  When  he  got  no  answer  the  second  time  he  decided  he  had  better  ride 
over  to  Jim  and  see  what  was  the  matter. 

"Zeb  got  off  his  horse  and  looked  at  Jim.  He  was  sitting  upright  in  the  saddle. 
His  feet  were  in  the  stirrups  and  his  hands  were  holding  the  reins.   Even  his  hat  was  on. 
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His  horse  was  slumped  to  the  ground.   On  the  back  of  Jim's  neck  was  a  small  burn.   He 
had  been  struck  by  lightning  the  night  before." 

Steve  finished  and  looked  around  the  dimly  lighted  room.    Every  listener  sat  with 
bent  head.  Outside  the  storm  still  raged. 


WRITTEN  ENGLISH 

Experts  tell  us  that  in  order  to  produce  good  business  letters  we  should  write 
as  we  talk. 

Mr.  Happystyle  thought  it  was  a  poor  rule  that  didn't  work  both  ways,  and  when 
he  went  home  one  night  last  week  he  tried  it  on  the  wife. 

The  Wife:  "Did  you  have  a  hard  day  at  the  office,  dear?" 

Mr.  Happystyle:  "In  reply  to  your  query  of  even  date  as  to  my  day  at  the  office, 
regret  to  say  that  business  matters  were  pressing,  and  I  am  very  tired." 

The  Wife:  "You  poor  dear!    Well,  come  on  now,  dinner  is  ready." 

Mr.  Happystyle:  "In  re  your  statement  concerning  dinner,  beg  to  advise  that  it 
will  be  five  minutes  before  I  can  act  on  this,  owing  to  the  fact  that  I  have  just  lighted 
a  cigar.  Regretting  my  inability  to  comply  promptly  with  your  request,  and  trusting 
that  the  delay  will  not  seriously  inconvenience  you " 

The  Wife:  "Lay  down  that  cigar  and  come  to  dinner  at  once!    It's  getting  cold." 

Mr.  Happystyle:  "Your  complaint  regarding  delay  in  attending  to  your  recent 
order  has  been  called  to  my  personal  notice,  and  I  beg  to  assure  you  same  will  receive 
immediate  attention.   Feeling  sure  you  will  be  pleased  and " 

The  Wife:  "Thank  heavens!    Won't  you  have  some  potatoes,  dear?" 

Mr.  Happystyle:  "Your  suggestion  in  re  potatoes  strikes  us  as  very  good.  How- 
ever, will  take  this  up  with  our  appetite  at  once,  and  hope  to  be  able  to  advise  you 
promptly  as  to  the  decision." 

The  Wife:  "For  goodness  sakes!    Please  hurry!" 

Mr.  Happystyle:  "After  conference  with  our  appetite,  am  pleased  to  notify  you 
that  authority  has  been  granted  to  pass  the  potatoes  at  your  earliest  convenience.  Trust 
you  can  push  this  matter  through  without  further  delay.  Also  wish  to  call  your  atten- 
tion to  the  gravy,  which,  according  to  our  standard  specifications,  should  accompany 
the  potatoes.  Thanking  you  for  the  suggestion,  and  the  favor  of  your  usual  prompt 
attention  to  this  matter,  beg  to  remain,  Yours  truly." — Quoted. 
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SING  A  XGNG  Gr  SIXPENCE 

Olive  Goe,  31J 

fROM  our  earliest  childhood  we  have  been  accustomed  to  the  various  "Mother 
Goose"  rhymes,  but  how  seldom,  if  ever,  have  we  thought  of  a  unique  poetical 
meaning  which  might  be  read  between  the  lines  of  an  absurd  jingle.  Probably 
there  is  no  one  who  has  not  been  quieted  by  the  "Old  Woman  in  the  Shoe"  or  gone  to 
sleep  with  the  bleat  of  "Mary's  Little  Lamb"  bringing  to  tired  mind  memories  of 
shady  meadows. 

One  of  the  most  familiar  of  these  rhymes  is: 

"Sing  a  song  of  sixpence 
A  pocket  full  of  rye, — 
Four  and  twenty  blackbirds 
Baked  in  a  pie; 
When  the  pie  was  opened, 
The  birds  began  to  sing; 
Wasn't  that  a  dainty  dish 
To  set  before  the  king! 

"The  king  was  in  the  counting-house, 
Counting  out  his  money; 
The  queen  was  in  the  parlor, 
Eating  bread  and  honey; 
The  maid  was  in  the  garden 
Hanging  out  the  clothes, 
Along  came  a  blackbird 
And  nipped  off  her  nose." 

The  idea  which  these  four  and  twenty  blackbirds  brings  to  my  mind  is  that  they 
are  the  twenty-four  hours  of  the  day.  Bright  and  early  come  the  pretty  creatures  as  we 
begin  our  day.  Hour  after  hour  passes  rapidly  away  until  the  flock  takes  wing  and 
another  record  is  made  of  time,  our  employment  of  it  and  our  return  for  the  benefits 
heaped  upon  us. 

To  my  vision  the  great  world  appears.  The  bottom  of  the  pie  is  the  earth,  and 
its  top  crust,  the  heavens  over-arching  it.  The  pie  is  opened  and  the  first  hours  make 
their  way  in  darkness,  but  shortly  comes  the  breaking  of  the  day  with  its  faint  rose 
coloring  and  cool,  quiet  light.   What  daintier  offering  could  we  place  before  a  king! 

The  king  and  his  money — in  royal  splendor  sils  the  king,  the  Sun!  Without  the 
light  of  his  countenance  our  kingdom  would  indeed  be  dark.  As  the  shining  gold 
sunbeams  slip  through  his  fingers,  our  eyes  are  dazzled  and  their  brightness  warms  us. 
The  world  is  his  court,  and  we  are  his  courtiers;  his  smile  is  felt  though  his  home  be 
millions  of  miles  away  and  his  dominion  a  mighty  one. 

Next  to  the  king,  in  honor  sits  the  queen.  Her  face  is  not  so  ruddy  as  that  of  her 
consort,  hut  it  beams  with  a  pale,  clear  light  so  sweet  that  we  can  but  love  and  revere 
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her.  She  is  our  "Lady  Moon"  and  her  goodness  is  the  reflection  only  of  her  lord,  the 
king.  The  honey  with  which  she  regales  herself  is  not  that  made  by  the  bees,  but  in  the 
still  night  its  dewy  sweetness  kisses  the  fair  faces  of  the  flowers.  Her  sweetness  pene- 
trates even  to  the  prisoner  standing  at  his  narrow  grating,  and  he  feels  the  silent  sym- 
pathy of  his  queen. 

At  some  distance  from  the  throne  is  the  court  garden.  All  is  silent  now,  but  we 
hear  near  by  the  industrious  maid  making  ready  to  hang  out  her  clothes.  Her  name 
is  "Day  Dawn,"  and  we  know  her  well.  In  her  basket  she  brings  her  clouds;  here  a 
pure  white  one,  there  a  pale  pink,  and  its  neighbor,  a  dun-colored  one.  Hers  at  times 
is  a  hard  position.  When  her  enemy  Winter  approaches  with  his  loud  blasts  and  armies 
of  snow  clouds,  she  fastens  her  clothes  all  day  long.  Away  they  go — so  rapidly  that 
we  lose  sight  of  them,  and  the  sovereign  makes  not  his  appearance  to  brighten  the 
tired  maid.  Sometimes,  at  close  of  day,  comes  a  bird — a  beautiful  gay-plumaged  bird 
who  casts  his  brilliant  colors  over  all  the  maid's  cloud-clothes.  We  call  him  the  "Hour 
of  Sunset"  and  admire  him  very  greatly  indeed.  His  life  is  a  short  one,  however,  and  we 
see  him  pass  rapidly  away,  taking  another  day  with  him  into  the  Never-never  Land. 

Thus  we  find  that  "Things  are  not  what  they  seem,"  and  what  at  first  appears  to  us  as 
ridiculous  on  closer  observation  discloses  to  our  amazement  a  pretty  sentiment. 

The  theory  has  been  advanced  that  innocent  children  should  be  told  no  fairy  stories, 
as  they  excite  the  imagination  ;  and  what  the  little  one  receives  as  truth  he  finally  learns, 
often  to  his  sorrow,  is  naught  but  fiction.  Happily  there  are  few  who  entertain  these 
ideas  and  very  likely  the  "Arabian  Nights"  and  "Mother  Goose"  will  march  side  by 
side  with  childhood  through  the  long  happy  hours  before  trouble  and  temptation  come 
to  take  from  them  unalloyed  happiness  and  innocence. 

"There's  a  someday  land,  a  magical  clime, 
Where  my  thoughts  will  carry  me  day  by  day; 
Where  the  sweet  bird  spirits  defy  all  time 
And  the  souls  of  the  flowers  are  laid  away." 
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THE  GATEWAY  TC   CCLADCC 

Knight  Hammond,  29X 

THE  ship  entered  the  island  channel  at  the  mouth  of  the  Guayas  River  in  the 
early  morning.  I  watched  the  little  dugout  canoe  of  the  pilot  as  it  was  paddled 
swiftly  out  to  her.  As  it  came  alongside,  a  cradle  was  placed  about  it,  and  one 
of  the  ship's  booms  hoisted  the  pilot,  paddler  and  canoe  aboard.  Soon  we  started  for 
the  tiny  town  where  some  of  the  passengers  were  to  be  landed  and  the  cargo  unloaded. 
It  was  low  tide  and  after  we  had  proceeded  up  the  channel  for  a  mile  or  so,  the  keel 
stuck  in  the  mud.  From  the  stern  of  the  boat  I  watched  the  propellers  first  try  to  shove 
forward,  and  then  mill  the  water  as  they  vainly  sought  to  pull  the  ship  backward. 
About  eight  in  the  evening  the  tide  rose  and  we  floated  free. 

We  proceeded  up  the  channel  and  soon  twinkling  lights  came  into  view.  The  anchor 
was  dropped  and  the  night  stillness  settled  upon  us,  being  disturbed  only  by  the  splash 
of  leaping  fish.  Early  the  next  morning  the  unloading  began.  The  booms  hoisted  the 
crates  of  dynamite  over  the  side  into  waiting  lighters.  About  noon  the  rattle  from  the 
chain  locker  forward  told  of  the  weighing  of  the  anchor.  The  motors  were  started,  and 
I  watched  the  hot,  steaming  banks  of  the  slough  recede  as  the  ship  moved  into  the  swift, 
yellow  current  of  the  river. 

As  we  sailed  up  into  the  river  proper,  on  one  side  of  the  ship  could  be  seen  the 
rugged,  red  slopes  of  the  Andes;  on  the  other  side  the  broad  Pacific  spread  away  to 
the  horizon.  The  river  narrowed  gradually,  and  the  boat  moved  closer  and  closer  to 
the  densely  forested  banks.  A  sleeply  village  was  approached  and  passed.  The  tower- 
ing mountains  slowly  disappeared  and  the  broad  delta  plain  lay  in  their  place.  On  the 
left  the  jungle  enveloped  the  shore  with  its  dense  tangle.  The  muddy  river  became 
clotted  with  water  plants  and  drifting  branches  as  the  ship  nosed  its  way  into  an  ex- 
panse of  nearly  motionless  water.  This  calm  area  was  disturbed  by  myriads  of  tiny 
frogs  who  leaped  from  the  water  in  sudden  fright.  Over  on  the  bank  I  could  see  herds 
of  cattle  grazing  in  meadows  surrounded  by  banana  groves.  Far  ahead  of  the  ship  1 
noticed  a  number  of  steers  swimming  across  the  stream,  some  of  them  being  carried  far 
out  of  line  by  the  swift  current.  Several  alligators  slipped  into  the  waters  from  the 
shelter  of  the  trailing  vines  on  the  bank. 

The  jungle  now  entirely  covered  both  shores,  and  the  tall  embauba  trees  reared 
above  the  undergrowth  of  bamboo  and  tree  ferns  like  great  green  umbrellas.  So  close 
lay  the  trees  that  I  could  see  troupes  of  monkeys  scampering  about  in  the  vines.    A 
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steamer  passed  and  a  few  minutes  later  I  saw  the  last  of  the  jungle  give  way  to  open 
plains.  Little  clumps  of  palms  and  tiny  huts  dotted  the  wide  green  llano. 

Far  inland,  in  the  distance,  a  bank  of  clouds  covered  the  central  chain  of  the 
Andes.  The  scattered  huts  now  increased  in  numbers  and  I  saw  several  outlying  villas. 
A  low  red-brown  mass,  which  had  hitherto  been  indistinct  in  the  distant  haze,  now  grew 
clearer;  and  as  the  ship  rounded  a  bend,  it  resolved  itself  into  the  red-tiled  roofs  and 
church  towers  of  Guayaquil.  The  anchors  were  soon  dropped  in  midstream  and  the 
preparation  for  the  night  unloading  began. 

The  clouds  about  the  distant  mountains  broke,  and  the  snowcapped  peak  of 
Chimborazo  showed  through,  its  rough  volcanic  cone  glistening  in  the  rays  of  the 
departing  sun. 


fCCI4l\EN 

Abused,  looked  down  upon,  and  scorned,  she  was  driven  out  of  her  home  into  the 
cold,  dreary  night  by  her  people  who  did  not  care.  Not  a  soul  in  the  world  to  welcome 
her;  doors  slammed  against  her  as  she  continued  on  her  sad  and  gruesome  journey. 
Haggard,  hungry,  and  frozen  she  begged  a  morsel  at  the  doorsteps,  but  in  vain!  Not 
even  a  crumb  was  offered  her. 

Once  she  was  the  "belle"  of  the  town,  young,  sweet  and  petted  by  all.  Winning 
ways  were  hers;  always  she  was  the  chief  character  in  everything  and  discussed  by 
everybody.  Suitors  stormed  her  presence,  desirous  of  gaining  her  favor.  Pictures 
were  demanded  by  the  Motion  Picture  Industry  and  fans.  Interviews  with  her  parents 
were  daily  sought  by  the  press.  Her  career  was  written  up  in  the  papers ;  poems  and 
tributes  were  dedicated  to  her.  She  was  called  "The  Poet's  Inspiration."  What  a 
beautiful,  dainty  picture  she  made.  Her  portrait  hung  in  thousands  of  homes.  Smiling 
and  happy,  she  was  a  great  comfort  to  young  and  old. 

Those  happy  days  are  gone  forever!  Now  old  and  feeble,  she  is  turned  away. 
Someone  has  taken  her  place  to  cheer  the  old  folks  now;  so  the  brokenhearted,  lonely, 
and  uncared  for  "cat"  continues  to  stray. 

— Dorothy  Sikoski,  31J. 
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THE  XILVER   CKACCLETX 

Therese  Aklie,  31X 

**  ^  ^  OTHER,  Mother,  do  tell  us  a  story!"  Three  pleading  voices  welcomed 
mother  as  she  entered  the  room.  Father  in  his  deep  armchair  smiled  at 
his  charming;  wife  and  once  more  commenced  reading  his  paper. 

Of  the  three  girls  that  had  spoken,  Marinette  was  the  eldest  and  Manon  the 
youngest.  The  latter  was  chatting  with  Valentine,  her  cousin,  who  was  always  in  the 
circle  with  the  two  sisters. 

Mother  smiled,  a  deep  smile  that  lit  her  face  with  lovely  tenderness.  She  sat 
down  in  the  deep  and  roomy  Chesterfield;  the  girls,  meanwhile,  hurriedly  piled 
cushions  in  the  corner  of  it,  impatient  for  a  good  story. 

"The  name  of  this  story,"  mother  began,  "is  The  Silver  Bracelets.  It  was  all 
caused  by  the  Revolution  that  shook  France  in  seventeen  eighty-nine.  The  young 
Marquis  Louis  de  Carragron  was  to  be  wedded  to  Juliette,  the  oldest  daughter  of  the 
neighboring  landlord,  the  Count  de  Gey.  Now,  Louis  was  really  in  love  with  Yvonne, 
the  youngest  daughter  of  the  Duke  Antoine  de  Delsalhut,  who  was  very  beautiful,  and 
who  in  turn  gave  Louis  her  heart. 

"Both  families  feared  for  their  lives  as  many  of  the  nobles  were  being  executed 
by  the  people,  and  among  the  victims  were  the  old  Count  de  Gey,  his  daughter,  and 
the  Duke  de  Delsalhut.  Meanwhile,  Louis  and  Yvonne  hid  in  Marseilles,  the  southern 
seaport,  where  through  impatient  days  they  awaited  the  two  American  ships,  the 
Swan  and  the  Duck. 

"After  having  false  identification  papers  signed  and  preparing  to  depart  on 
different  ships  for  fear  of  being  recognized,  Louis  had  had  wrought  from  silver  two 
beautiful  bracelets,  twisted  at  each  end  and  joined  with  the  head  of  a  wolf-dog,  the 
symbol  of  the  house  of  Carragron.  He  gave  one  bracelet  to  Yvonne  saying,  'For 
our  hearts'  sake,  ma  cherie;  it  will  remind  us  of  our  tryst';  and  so  saying  he  departed 
on  the  Swan.  Yvonne  sailed  on  the  Duck. 

"After  three  weeks  of  hard  sea  the  Swan  arrived  at  the  new  land,  near  New 
Orleans.  Yet  no  news  of  the  Duck  came;  Louis  was  desperate  in  his  search  for 
Yvonne.  At  last  he  rode  to  Georgetown  on  the  Atlantic  shore  but  he  received  no  news. 
At  the  post  office  he  asked.  The  old  clerk  shook  his  head  sorrowfully.  Louis,  in 
despair,  returned  to  the  coach  depot.  What  should  he — but  what  was  that?  The 
gleam  of  a  silver  bracelet!  and  the  same  as  Yvonne's!  Turning  to  the  young,  slender, 
well-dressed  woman  he  exclaimed,  'Yvonne,  Yvonne!'  The  girl  turned  and  gasped, 
'Louis,  mon  Louis!'  and  fainted  in  his  arms.    It  was  really  Yvonne. 

"  'Now,  cherie,  what  has  delayed  you  so  long?' 

"Yvonne  unfolded  her  story: 

'  'The  ship  had  sailed  for  nearly  five  weeks.  At  last  it  touched  shore  far  north 
and  I  therefore  had  to  ride  to  New  Orleans  by  stage.  I  was  just  getting  my  ticket  for 
the  New  Orleans  coach,  cherie,  when  you  recognized  the  silver  bracelet!' 

''Ah!  cherie,  and  I  happened  along.  What  God-sent  luck!  The  bracelets  are 
our  symbols,  are  they  not,  Yvonne?'  and  she  answered  with  a  happy  smile,  'Yes'." 
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A  long  pause  and  then,  "Mother,  oh  Mother,  then  they  married  and  lived  happily 
ever  after,  didn't  they?"  Marinette  asked. 

"Oh,  I  would  love  to  have  a  bracelet  like  that  to  keep,"  breathed  Manon. 

"Yes,  Manon  eherie,  and  it  shall  be  yours!"  Stepping  to  the  small  teakwood 
casket  on  the  mantel  she  opened  it  and  from  its  satiny  depths  lifted  a  dull  round 
bracelet  and  slipped  it  on  Manon's  arm. 

"The  Silver  Bracelet!"  exclaimed  the  three  girls.  "But,  Mother,  how  and  where 
did  you  get  it?" 

"Yvonne  was  your  great  grandmother,  Manon  eherie,  and  the  bracelet  has  always 
been  given  to  the  youngest  daughter  of  her  descendants,  and  Louis'  bracelet  went 
to  the  youngest  son  of  his  family.  So  it  shall  be  yours  and  you  shall  have  it  for  a 
charm,  ma  eherie." 


A  TALE  THAT  /V4CTHEE  TOLD 

"He  had  a  peculiar  feeling  he  was  being  followed.  Some  uncanny  sixth  sense 
seemed  to  be  telling  him  it  was  true.  Yes,  it  was  someone;  he  distinctly  heard  stealthy 
steps  behind  him.  The  truth  of  it  frightened  him.  What  to  do  was  the  first  question. 
The  open  door  of  the  garage  flashed  across  his  mind,  and  in  a  split  second  he  was  racing 
over  the  lawn.  With  one  bound  he  entered  the  open  door.  He  listened  again,  and  was 
now  thoroughly  frightened,  for  the  steps  of  the  stalker  had  quickened  to  a  run.  A 
panic  seized  him;  he  went  out  the  window  with  a  jump,  and  again  paused.  Still  they 
came.  To  stay  here  meant  certain  capture  and  dire  results.  He  must  go  on  at  all  costs 
as  the  pursuer  was  gaining  rapidly. 

"Over  fences,  through  yards  and  alleys  the  pair  ran,  with  time  telling  the  tale  as  the 
distance  between  them  lessened.  'Why  did  I  go  to  see  Bill  anyway?  What  will  the 
mistress  say  if  I'm  caught?'  These  were  some  of  the  thoughts  that  entered  his  panic- 
stricken  mind. 

"He  looked  behind  him.  The  large,  ugly,  Boston  Bull  was  barely  five  yards  be- 
hind. 'A  terrible  predicament  for  a  respectable  cat,'  he  reasoned,  'at  least  one  who 
has  lost  eight  lives.'  When  he  looked  forward  again,  his  heart  leaped  to  his  mouth.  He 
was  hemmed  in!  A  high  wall  was  before  him,  and  behind  him  was  the  ferocious  dog 
with  his  teeth  bared  and  thirsting  for  a  taste  of  him. 

"Saved!  Before  him  on  the  level  of  the  ground  was  a  hole  just  large  enough  to 
admit  his  sleek  form.  As  the  dog  was  about  to  catch  him,  he  dashed  through  the  hole 
to  safety;  and  his  would-be  abductor  crashed  headlong  into  the  fence. 

"Now,  you  little  kittens,  run  along  and  play,  and  don't  forget  that  that  story  is 
true.    It  happened  to  your  own  father." 

— Chandler  Ross,  31J. 
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THE  CCNNy  DUCHEJX 

Margaret  Wilson,  30J 

THROUGH  an  ancient  Gothic  window  in  a  drawing  room  of  almost  regal  pro- 
portions filtered  the  perfume-laden  air  of  England's  springtime.  The  shafts  of 
brilliant  sunlight  and  the  seen!  of  full  red  roses  through  that  window  seemed 
strangely  out  of  harmony  with  the  surrounding  walls,  which  were  hung  with  time- 
dulled  tapestries.  Near  the  fireplace  sat  an  elderly  gentleman  and  a  much  younger  man. 
The  young  man  was  speaking  rapidly. 

Addressing  the  other,  he  said,  "Your  lordship,  I  can  understand  the  pain  which  it 
must  give  you  to  be  forced  to  sell  your  estates,  which  have  been  in  your  family  for  so 
long.  Your  pride  need  not  suffer,  however,  for  many  of  England's  oldest  families  have 
been  forced  to  sell  their  lands.  Like  you,  they  are  unable  to  pay  their  taxes.  I  regret 
that  we  have  to  differ  concerning  the  transaction.  You  expressly  refused  to  sell  to 
Americans,  did  you  not?" 

"I  did,"  heatedly  responded  his  lordship.  "I  have  a  dislike  for  all  Americans 
which  is  not  diminished  by  the  fact  that  my  younger  brother  professes  to  be  one." 

"If  you  would  only  meet  my  client,"  replied  the  young  man,  "you  might  change 
your  opinion.  He  has  a  strong  regard  for  things  that  are  old.  Why  else  would  he  be 
so  persistent  about  purchasing  your  manor  house,  its  furnishings,  or  most  especially 
that  picture  above  the  fireplace?" 

"What!"  stormed  his  lordship  rising  from  his  chair.  "He  thinks  that  he  can  pur- 
chase the  Bonny  Duchess!  In  spite  of  the  taxes  that  picture  shall  never  leave  the 
Mordaunt  family  as  long  as  one  of  its  members  lives!  .  .  .  that  will  not  be  long,  I  fear, 
for  my  sons  were  killed  in  the  war."  With  these  words  Lord  Mordaunt  returned  to  his 
chair  but  continued  to  regard  the  picture  with  a  fixed  gaze. 

The  Bonny  Duchess  is  worthy  of  minute  inspection.  Painted  by  an  unknown  artist, 
the  picture  is  one  of  England's  finest.  Tradition  has  it  that  the  artist  was  one  of  the  many 
suitors  of  the  adored  Duchess.  After  painting  her  portrait,  he  is  said  to  have  renounced 
his  art  and  forsaken  the  fame  which  might  have  been  his.  To  the  young  man's  gaze,  as 
he  regarded  it  closely,  it  presented  a  strange  fascination.  How  great  must  have  been 
the  charm  of  her  who  inspired  it!  Her  hair  is  an  enchanting  auburn  and  the  most 
arresting  part  of  the  picture  is  the  smile  which  seems  to  hover  about  her  eyes.  They 
fairly  sparkle  with  youth  and  gaiety  while  the  remainder  of  her  face  has  a  much  more 
mature  aspect.  It  leaves  the  observer  with  a  strong  desire  to  solve  the  riddle  of  the 
smiling  eyes  and  sober  mouth. 

Caught  with  the  spell  of  the  picture  which  seemed  to  grow  on  him,  he  turned  to 
Lord  Mordaunt.  "Even  in  London,"  he  said,  "I  have  heard  of  this  picture.  The  Bonny 
Duchess  was  of  your  family,  was  she  not?  I  have  heard  many  stories  of  her  great 
beauty  and  wit." 

"She  was  the  most  beautiful  of  all  the  ladies  of  the  Mordaunt  family,"  replied  his 
lordship.    "Many  have  sought  to  wrest  away  her  supremacy.    That  beautiful  auburn 
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hair  is  a  heritage  of  the  women  of  our  family,  but  none  has  ever  equalled  her  in  loveli- 
ness. It  is  a  tradition  of  the  country  folk  about  here  that  some  day  the  Bonny  Duchess 
will  come  back.  She  is  especially  loved  by  them,  and  even  today  when  our  country 
swains  wish  to  compliment  their  loves,  they  liken  them  to  the  Bonny  Duchess." 

Glancing  at  his  watch,  the  younger  gentleman  showed  evident  alarm.  "Your  lord- 
ship," he  said,  "I  have  committed  a  very  great  indelicacy.  I  have  imposed  upon  every 
rule  of  hospitality.  Hoping  to  surmount  your  unreasonable  prejudice  and  truly  wish- 
ing to  serve  you,  I  invited  my  client  here.  I'm  sure  that  when  you  once  see  him  much 
of  your  anger  will  disappear." 

The  anger  of  his  lordship,  however,  showed  little  evidence  of  disappearing.  It 
is  difficult  to  say  what  might  have  happened  if  the  butler  had  not  made  his  entrance 
at  that  moment. 

"Mr.  Hastings,  Miss  Hastings,"  he  announced. 

"Surely  you  will  see  them,"  pleaded  the  young  man.  "Purchasers  for  manor 
houses  and  huge  estates  are  not  common." 

His  lordship  showed  surprise  at  the  butler's  announcement  of  so  familiar  a  name, 
but  merely  said,  "Show  them  in." 

They  entered.  Mr.  Hastings  confronted  Lord  Mordaunt.  A  look  that  expressed 
volumes  passed  between  the  brothers  so  long  separated.    "I've  come  to  stay,"  he  said. 

Mordaunt  turned  to  Miss  Hastings  and  said,  "And  this  is " 


"The  Bonny  Duchess!"  gasped  the  young  man.  In  that  regal  drawing  room,  hung 
with  ancient  tapestries  and  antique  arms,  softened  with  the  scent  of  full  red  roses  and 
the  brightness  of  English  sunshine,  the  Bonny  Duchess  was  confronted  with  her 
likeness. 


My     GA C D  EN 


My  heart  is  my  garden, 
My  thoughts  are  my  flowers, 
My  mind  is  my  gardner 
To  keep  the  weeds  out. 

Each  morning  my  gardner 
Plucks  out  the  bad  weeds 
Waters  the  pure  buds 
So  they'll  blossom  for  me. 

— Theodosia  Fontana,  31X 
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Robert  Greene,  32J 

?<  ^  A  Y  dear,  what  a  beauty!"  gasped  a  wide-eyed  and  thoroughly  jealous  matron 
of  society.  The  beauty  was  none  other  than  a  highly  prized  ruby  which 
graced  the  dainty  finger  of  Mrs.  Grayson. 
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"Oil  yes?  I'm  glad  you  like  it,"  was  the  listless  reply.  As  she  rose  and  walked 
away,  the  other  heatedly  remarked,  "She  has  so  many  nice  things  that  she  doesn't 
appreciate  any  of  them."  This  was  only  too  true. 

After  the  last  of  her  lingering  guests  had  gone,  a  very  tired  and  sleepy  Mrs.  Grayson 
sank  into  an  inviting  chair  with  a  sigh  of  relief.  As  she  sat  there  letting  the  events  of 
the  party  pass  through  her  mind,  her  head  slowly  began  to  nod.  The  glowing  gem 
caught  her  attention  and  held  it. 

Suddenly — out  of  the  depth  of  the  jewel  a  face  appears!  Dimly  at  first  and 
then  fine  and  distinct.  It  is  a  handsome  face,  although  contorted  by  fear.  Then  as  if  a 
mist  were  slowly  clearing  away,  his  body  appears,  clad  in  a  suit  of  light  mail.  A  sword 
is  in  his  hand.  A  door  bursts  open  and  two  men  rush  in.  The  lone  man  fights  valiantly 
but  at  too  great  odds.  As  he  lies  dying,  one  of  the  two  assailants  wrenches  a  glowing 
ruby  from  his  finger.  He  holds  it  triumphantly  aloft  with  a  cry  of  joy  on  his  lips. 
That  cry  is  never  wholly  uttered — only  one,  the  other  one,  comes  steathily  out  of  that 
grim  dueling  chamber. 

The  scene  fades 


A  beautiful  young  maiden  is  sitting  at  a  rudely  carved  table.  A  playful  stream 
of  light  shines  on  her  hand.  In  reply  there  is  a  warm  red  glow  from  the  lustrous  ruby 
there.  A  man  enters.  She  turns  to  greet  him  and  blanches  with  fear.  He  rushes  toward 
her,  grasping  her  roughly  by  the  arm.  She  wrenches  herself  away,  rushes  to  the 
window,  and  vanishes.  The  man  runs  frantically  forward  to  look  down  to  the  deep, 
dark  moat  far  below.  He  waits  expectantly  but  a  few  ever-widening  ripples  are  all 
that  he  sees. 

Centuries  pass 


A  boy  of  about  eighteen  is  kicking  around  among  the  mouldering  ruins  of  an 
old  Norman  castle.  As  he  shoves  an  old  piece  of  wreckage  away,  a  soft  warm  glow 
attracts  his  roving  eyes.  He  stoops  and  picks  up  a  shining  stone.  It  is  the  unfadable 
ruby. 

The  boy,  being  adventurous,  later  runs  away  to  join  the  French  Legion  bound 
for  the  unexplored  Dark  Continent.  The  jewel  is  with  him.  Three  years  go  slowly  by. 
The  boy  is  dying  of  a  fever.  He  gives  his  most  prized  possession  to  his  boon  companion. 
It  is  the  lustrous  gem. 

The  young  Frenchman  returns  home  after  many  years  of  separation  from  his 
family.  He,  in  telling  of  his  adventures,  shows  them  the  beautiful  red  curio.  It  is  kept 
in  his  family  for  many  years,  being  handed  down  faithfully  from  father  to  son  through 
the  succeeding  years. 
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A  dark  cloud  is  gathering  on  the  western  horizon.  It  is  the  great  war.  In  dire 
necessity  the  jewel  is  sold  to  furnish  food  for  the  last  generation  of  a  noble  French 
family,  whose  head  has  already  answered  the  frenzied  call  of  his  country,  never  to 
return. 

The  precious  ruby  lies  quietly  in  the  safe  of  a  small  shop  in  Paris,  until  a  few 
years  later,  a  tall  man,  typically  American,  strides  in  one  day.  The  proprietor  notices 
that  the  man  is  well-to-do.  Finally,  after  much  urging,  he  shows  the  foreigner  the 
famous  stone.  When  the  American  leaves,  he  carries  a  small,  inconspicuous  packet  in 
his  inner  pocket. 


"Wake  up,  dear,  it's  long  past  supper  time  and  I'm  hungry  as  a  bear."  This  from 
Mr.  Grayson. 

"Oh,  Jack,  I've  had  the  most  wonderful  dream  and  you  were  in  it  too!" 

That  evening  Mrs.  Grayson  told  her  husband  the  dream.    She  finished  by  saying, 
"I  love  the  gem  more  than  anything  in  my  possession.   I  shall  keep  it  always." 

And  the  fickle  ruby  seemed  to  twinkle  up  to  her,  "I  hope  you  do." 


A  REAL  XCCCP 

Howard  Matthai,  29X 

THE  rear  room  of  the  harbor  fire-engine  house  was  filled  with  men  playing 
cards,  checkers,  and  chess.  The  air  was  blue  with  smoke  from  pipes  and  cigars, 
and  the  room  was  very  warm — too  warm  for  Frank  Hargreves  who  sat  on  the 
edge  of  a  table  watching  two  firemen  playing  chess. 

The  warmth  of  the  room  and  the  stillness  of  the  chess  players  made  Frank  restless 
and  eager  for  action.  He  moved  to  another  table  at  which  the  firemen  were  playing  poker, 
and  he  was  invited  to  "sit  in."  He  refused,  for  his  mind  was  not  on  poker  but  on  the 
dry  routine  of  a  night  reporter  for  the  Daily  Tribune.  He  had  been  with  the  paper  for 
two  years,  and  as  yet  he  had  not  had  the  chance  to  write  any  columns  which  would 
show  his  real  ability.  He  asked  himself  over  and  over  why  something  didn't  happen  that 
would  relieve  the  monotony  of  his  job,  for  he  did  not  want  to  give  it  up. 

The  continual  hum  and  murmur  of  voices  was  abruptly  stopped  by  the  sharp 
clang  of  the  alarm  bell.  The  men  hurried  to  the  engines  and  started  for  the  fire.  Frank 
jumped  on  the  rear  of  the  first  truck,  and  before  he  left  he  heard  the  second  alarm. 
Something  had  happened  at  last!  Here  was  Frank's  chance!  The  engines  raced  to 
the  fire  amid  the  clang  of  bells  and  shrill  of  sirens.  As  they  neared  the  fire  the  sky 
glowed  red  and  was  filled  with  heavy  clouds  of  smoke. 

Frank  jumped  off  the  truck  and  ran  to  a  telephone  booth.  He  rang  up  the  office 
of  the  Tribune  and  told  what  news  he  had  and  promised  more  as  soon  as  possible.   He 
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returned  to  the  fire  and  after  he  had  made  his  way  through  the  crowds  of  people  and 
had  entered  the  lines,  he  saw  the  engines  responding  to  the  third  and  fourth  alarms. 

The  fire  was  located  on  an  old  wooden  pier  on  which  a  lumber  company  stored 
old  scraps  and  odd  sizes  of  lumber.  The  flames  were  licking  and  lapping  at  every  pile 
and  part  of  the  pier.  The  office  of  the  lumber  company  had  just  started  to  burn.  The 
heat  was  intense,  and  sparks  and  falling  timbers  endangered  the  lives  of  the  firemen. 
The  men  with  every  available  apparatus  fought  the  blaze  on  the  land  side,  while  the 
fire-tugs  pumped  Ions  on  tons  of  water  from  the  bay.  The  two  batteries  of  search- 
lights could  not  pierce  the  great  clouds  of  smoke. 

Frank  sized  up  the  situation  in  a  few  seconds.  He  climbed  a  telephone  pole  to  get 
a  bird's-eye  view.  The  fire  had  been  extinguished  in  several  places,  but  was  still  out  of 
control.  A  small  gasoline  tank  exploded  and  sent  a  shower  of  sparks  and  sticks  into 
the  air.  He  came  down  from  the  pole  and  telephoned  the  office  to  give  them  more  news. 
He  asked  for  a  photographer  and  said  that  he  expected  a  real  scoop. 

The  pier  had  several  large  holes  in  it  and  in  some  places  was  weak  from  the  axes 
of  the  firemen.  Frank  was  running  frantically  about  and  in  his  eagerness  stepped  upon 
a  loosened  board;  it  gave  way  and  Frank  found  himself  in  the  icy  water  of  the  bay. 
He  came  up  and  found  tbe  surface  of  the  water  covered  with  oil  from  the  fire-tugs.  A 
burning  stick  fell  into  the  oil  and  set  it  afire.  Frank  ducked  and  swam  out  from  under 
the  oil.  He  made  his  way  to  the  next  pier  and  climbed  up  a  ladder  attached  to  the  wharf. 

Frank  was  a  sorrowful  looking  figure  when  he  telephoned  the  office  his  informa- 
tion. He  was  wet  from  his  plunge,  and  the  oil  and  soot  clung  to  his  face  and  clothes  in 
fantastic  manner.  But  the  Tribune  had  the  first  extra  out.  The  headlines  stated  the 
facts  in  bold  black-faced  type,  and  pictures  accompanied  the  article. 

"FOUR  ALARM  FIRE  ON  WATERFRONT!" 

"FIVE  FIREMEN  HURT  FIGHTING  BLAZE!" 

Two  years  later,  Frank  was  in  possession  of  the  city  editor's  chair,  having  realized 
the  dream  of  his  cub  reporter  days. 
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